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A serial killer's victims are randomly chosen to fulfill an uncontrollable need to kill. 
Often he leads an ordinary life—his family and friends unaware of his 


homicidal passions.” 
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This book contains some fictional elements based on real life testimony. Some 
scenes and dialogue have been dramatized, but are based on a true story. 


Disclaimer: This title is not suitable for readers under 18 years-of-age. It 
is provided for informational and historical archive purposes only. 
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For Patrick 


I worked on this book because I wanted to honour a man who had 
a story that I believe needed to be told despite his sudden death. I was 
afraid that his manuscript might be put back into a desk drawer, never 


to be read again. Patty, his widow, and I both wanted his story to be 
available to a larger audience. 


Patrick Kennedy was someone that Jeffrey Dahmer seemed to look up 
to and wanted to please immensely. Kennedy, who was naturally drawn 
to the spiritual and literal confessional model, had a gentle, unassuming, 
and non-judgmental method that helped build a significant rapport that 
helped Dahmer feel comfortable with finally confiding to someone in 
authority. Pat demonstrated a willingness to share private truths about 


himself in a way that worked with this particular and unique suspect. 


What drew me to tell Pat’s story was his compassionate ability to see 
the humanity in a man that everyone in the world was calling evil. He 
chose in the beginning to hear a man’s story and to not judge him as so 
many people were lining up to do. The man, who experts and family who 
knew him say would normally shut down when faced with authorities 
and confrontation, would open up to this particular detective. A cop he 
believed from the beginning he could trust would listen to him and help 
him take on the weight of the story about his murderous crimes. 


atrick heard and saw all that Jeff had done first hand and yet he still 
o treat him humanely, to respect him for agreeing to talk, and to 
ilies find out the outcome of their missing loved ones. 





Introduction 


I was first introduced to former Milwaukee Homicide Detective 
Patrick Kennedy during a short interview with Kennedy and Christopher 
James Thompson at the SXSW (South by Southwest) Festival in 2012 
where Chris’s film The Jeffrey Dahmer Files* made its world premiere. 
I was interested in Kennedy’s approach to Dahmer when he questioned 


him on the night of Dahmer’s arrest. 


Several months earlier, I had experienced the devastation of losing 
a family member to homicide. A paternal uncle who lived in Freeport, 
Trinidad & Tobago, West Indies, burned to death in a fire that was later 
determined to be arson**. That crime is still unsolved (at this printing), and 
leaves the loss and the emptiness knowing that someone has decided to 


intentionally kill a member of my family and seemingly got away with it. 


Homicide fractures a family. Geographically, my uncle Vishnu and 


I were not able to be close, but the loss I feel is that there is one less 


Maharaj in this world, so my family tree is now and forever altered in a 


painful and sudden manner. 


The fact that my dad, David and his siblings lost a brother due to the 


destructive actions of a complete stranger, someone with an utter lack of 


respect or concern for the life of another person. A killer who decided that 


his or her wants, needs, desires, or passions were more important than a 
human ‘wr When the victim is a family member, it changes the way you ~ 
lence, victims, and the preciousness and frailty of human life. 
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CHAPTER 1 


The Hollywood blockbuster “The Silence of the Lambs*” released 
in the U.S. on February 14, 1991, is considered a visually stunning and 
atmospherically provocative yet graphically violent film. It resonated with 
a generation of movie-goers who would begin and continue to demand a 


new level of sophistication, intelligence, and wit from the horror/thriller 
genre. 


Audiences were fascinated by and yet frightened of the imposing, 
imprisoned psychotic psychiatrist and serial killer Dr. Hannibal Lector, 
and yet may have felt an even stronger uneasiness and revulsion towards 
the true villain of the piece, “Buffalo Bill,” a killer who snatched his 
victims off the street, starved them, then selfishly skinned them for his 


own desire to be reborn as a woman. 


As frightening as some scenes were, a truly terrifying aspect was also 
the incredible and shocking inner mental reality and solitary emotional 
world that Buffalo Bill was remaking for himself, as well as the physical 
and visual transformation that he was undertaking during his crime spree. 
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the Lambs” wins awards for: Best Picture, 


June 1978 


The stretch of highway was dark except where the occasional lights 
of a small village dotted the Ohio landscape. While the vast fields were 
clearly farmland, a lot of the newer villages were filled with residents 
who commuted to larger centers — many commuting along this stretch 
of connecting freeways and byways. There had been a boom of sorts 
in the mid-sixties where urbanites who originally left the big cities 
for the quieter suburbs picked up and moved into even more remote 
surroundings as developers purchased pockets of land and built grander 


homes than what you might expect “in the country.” 


While many enjoyed the convenience of the suburbs in terms of 
proximity to the cities, they preferred what they perceived to be the 
safety of the smaller communities and family-oriented neighborhoods. 
Others longed for even more isolated lodgings — where they could see the 
stars in the night sky and hear wildlife in the many forested areas that 


connected farms, creeks, dirt roads, and fields. 


Officer Richard Munsey of the Bath, County Police Department 
was patrolling a particularly lonely stretch of highway by himself. ‘There 


was a thermos of coffee, the occasional squawk of police radio chatter 


and static, and once and a while, a lone car or truck would pass in either 


direction. He was on a rotating duty schedule so every officer in his 


department of his rank or junior would have a three night (overnight) 


shift of babysitting these deserted roads, being there to help a motorist 


in trouble or lost, or any emergency that might arise, Munsey would be 
out in the field and ready to go “lights and sirens” in the rare occurrence 


of something more serious. 


Jne early summer night, there was nothing serious or sinister about 
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the compact little car that came up quickly over one of the rises 
towards Munsey’s patrol car. He noticed a bit of swerving and the 
car was driving fast. Not over the speed limit, but faster than most 
of the people who usually travelled these roads. As the car passed, 
Munsey’s headlights illuminated the driver's side and he was able 
to make out the blond wavy hair of a young man. Munsey allowed 


the car to pass but decided to check it out. Could be a car of teens 


out drinking and driving — it was summer after all, and most young 


people in this district spent a lot of time in cars traversing and racing 


across parts of the more rural sections of the state, burning through 


gasoline and killing time, usually bored and occasionally up to no 


good if it was in the late hour of the night. 


Munsey followed the car, flashing his light and siren until 
the car slowly pulled over to the right hand shoulder of the road. 
Munsey could only make out the driver, who appeared to be alone. 
He grabbed his police hat and radioed in his position, stating that 
he had pulled over a suspicious vehicle. He jotted down the plate 


number in his notebook before exiting his car. 


He made his way to the driver’s side of the vehicle and noted that 
the young, blond man had already rolled his window down. 


“Is there a problem, officer?” the young, bespectacled man asked 


softly. 


«“ . . . 
I noticed your car swerving a bit as you came over the pass. Have 


you been drinking tonight?” 


“I was with a friend earlier. ..this afternoon. We split a couple 


of beers but I’m not drunk.” The young man looked at him. He 


appeared to be sober. He wasn’t slurring his words and he seemed lucid. 


“I need to see your I.D,” Munsey said, as the young man pulled his 
wallet out of his back pocket and produced his driver's license. “May I 


ask what you are doing out here so late?” Munsey asked, “It’s well after 
midnight.” 


“I know.” The man said nodding, he looked down, and then back up 
at Munsey. “My parents are getting divorced and I’m having a hard time 


dealing with it. I couldn't sleep so just decided to go for a car ride, get 
some fresh air, clear my head.” 


Munsey had written down the details from the license and handed 
it back to the teenager who didn’t say anything. The young man did 
not live far from where he had been stopped. Munsey unstrapped his 
flashlight from his belt. 


“Is this your car?” he asked. He would check of course once he 
got back to the station, but something told him to engage this young 
man a little longer. The young man’s politeness unnerved him for some 
reason. He didn’t believe that he was drunk or drugged and he seemed 
pretty harmless, just a lone teen, driving around. ‘The parent's divorce 
story seemed a bit flimsy, but he didn’t really have grounds to detain 
him further. Munsey took a quick sweep of the car with his light and 
immediately noticed several large garbage bags taking up most of the 
backseat. 


“What’s in those bags?” he motioned to the back with his light. 


“Oh, I decided that if I was going to go out for a drive, I might head 
out towards the dump and drop off these garbage bags. I had promised 


eS i 


my mother I would, but then forgot. So I decided that I would try and 
get rid of all of this garbage tonight,” the young man stammered ever so 


slightly, 


; face of 
Munsey’s torch passed over the bags and then across the face of the 


young driver. He looked up rather blankly. The young man star ted to say 


something then stopped. Munsey waited. 


“My mom has been so upset because of the divorce. She cries a lot, 
she rages sometimes about how much she hates my dad. : forgot about 
the trash last night and when I remembered, I decided that if I could take 

it away before she got up, it would be one less thing for her to be upset 


about.” 


Munsey flicked off his flashlight and stood up straight beside the car. 


“The dump gates will be closed at this time of night and you aren't 
allowed to leave bags outside the gate. You better just go home and take 


the bags tomorrow once the dump opens to the public.” 


He stepped away from the car and returned his flashlight to his belt. 
The young man smiled and quickly rolled up his window. He started the 
car up and slowly turned around completely heading back, the way he 
came. Driving away slowly at first at then gaining some speed, he headed 


towards the address listed on the license. 


Munsey walked back to his car where he jotted down the last of his 
Notes, reporting this generally innocuous traffic stop on a lonely stretch of 
highway. The name on the license of the young man was Jeffrey Dahmer. 


Sunday, May 26, 1991 


911 Call to report a victim of possible assault. 

Caller: “Hi. Okay. I'm on 25” and State and there is this young man. He 
is butt naked... He has been beaten up. He is very bruised up. He can't stand 
up. He is butt naked. He has no clothes on. He is really hurt. I got no coat on. I 


just seen him. He needs some help.” 
911: “Where's he at?” 


Caller: “25” and State. The corner of 25” and State.’ 


The young boy stumbled over the sidewalk when all at once everyone 


on the street heard sirens in the distance. 


A motherly looking woman stood beside him. She had grabbed 
a windbreaker jacket from the back of a dinette chair on the stoop of 
her apartment. She hustled over as soon as she sensed he was lost and 
in distress. She realized that the boy was completely naked, but didn't 
believe for a second that it was part of a prank or joke. She wrapped 
the windbreaker around his middle and called out to a neighbor who 
confirmed that police had been called. Two teenage girls had also rushed 
over. The woman and the two girls tried talking to the boy, but he 
couldn't explain what had happened to him. He tried speaking to the 
woman, but the boy was slurring his words. She was aware of people 
around them, but they were in the distance — standing in the doorways 


of houses and other buildings, walking and gathering along the sidewalk, 


' looking slightly amused or puzzled, but waiting and watching to see 

















what would happen next. She could really hear the sirens now, 


The woman motioned to the police car as it rushed t 
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approached him. One of the policemen turned to the boy and began 
g him questions. He tried to speak, but his words were slurred. The 
were trying to understand him while trying to piece together what 
d. One policeman had taken out a notebook and was scribbling 
otes on the particulars of the scene. He turned to look at street 
the address of the Oxford Arms Apartments where they stood, 
young boy over. When the boy would start to speak again, 


uld stop writing and try to make sense of what the kid was saying. 


was getting impatient with the police. She was telling 
1 seen and her fears that someone had assaulted him, 
listening to her. A couple of other ladies from 
rly made their way to the little huddle and began 
situation, confirming what she was telling them, 
been naked and scared, but also explaining 


ses had been walking down the street in 
suddenly when he noticed the boy, the 
on the sidewalk in front of his building: 


He paused momentarily but then with a rush of confidence and bravado, 
walked over to the small group. He smiled widely at the police and then 
at the boy. In a soft, calm, and reasonable voice, he began explaining 
to the police that the boy was in fact not a boy, but a man in his early 
twenties. He told them that he was his boyfriend and that the two had 
been drinking and arguing earlier and that he must have decided to leave 
but in his haste and drunken stupor, left the apartment without clothing. 
The man explained that while he too had been drinking a bit, he had left 
the apartment and his young lover behind, to make a quick run to the 
beer store—holding up the six-pack as proof—and that his boyfriend 
must have come looking for him. The neighbors recognized the man and 
confirmed to police that he did live in the apartment building. However, 
they balked at the idea that the boy was older than he appeared, telling 
police that he was a school-age kid. The man ignored the neighbors, 
staring at both the policemen as he reiterated that this was simply a 
minor disagreement amongst two men who lived and partied together. 
He even explained that this had happened once before but that he had 
woken up and convinced his boyfriend to come back into the building 
before any commotion could occur. In a measured voice, the blond man 


assured police that the fellow was 19 years-old. 


He was giving them polite and reasonable answers to their questions 
_ and even smirked and chuckled a bit when he told them about his 
boyfriend’s habit of arguing with him and then threatening to leave after 
removing every stitch of clothing. He also mentioned how he would 
rescue his boyfriend when he would drink too much and want to parade 
up and down the sidewalk without clothes. The man told the police that 
this often occurred when his boyfriend drank. Because his boyfriend had 
passed out this time, the man thought he would just sleep it off. 


‘The police escorted them back into the building. The boy tried to 


baaa. 


j twist away so they tightened hein griplon his arms. The policem,, 
decided they weren't going to return him to the apartment unti] the 
verified the young man’s residence. The blond man led the police and 
the boy to his unit on the second floor. The police immediately smelleq 
a foul odor emanating from somewhere on the floor but that wasn’t 
unusual in these kind of older buildings. Years of cooking, body odor, 


cigarette smoke, marijuana, fast food, etc., permeated and clung to the 


walls and carpeting of buildings where numerous people lived under onę 
roof. It was unpleasant and off-putting, but nothing that concerned the 


policemen as they followed the man to his apartment door, #213. 












He took out keys however the door was closed but unlocked. The boy 
had simply let the door close behind him when he left. The blond man 
hadn't said much as they strolled through the building but now that they 
were at the threshold of his unit, he began talking again. Confirming 


hotos of the young man in various stages of dress—one showed 
ridely at the camera wearing pants but without a shirt. The 


| offered to show them the young man’s 
gh some papers on the kitchen counter, 
it, but assured them that the young 
re was nothing for the authorities 
) the police for wasting their time 
tic disagreement. He promised 
n they found themselves 


., this predicament. He assured them that this kind of drunken public 
in 


display would not happen again. 


The policemen were starting to wrap up the emergency call, one of 
them closing his notebook, the other taking a final survey of the small 
one bedroom apartment. The blond man saw them both to the door. He 
closed the door and locked it. He didn’t say anything as he turned to the 
weak, scared young boy now left alone. 


Milwaukee Police Department reporting in 15 minutes later from 


the police car dispatched to the scene: 


“The intoxicated Asian naked male (laughter in background) was 
returned to his sober boyfriend (more laughter).” 


When the officers are dispatched to another scene, one comments 


that, “first, my partner is going to get deloused at the station.” 


Second 911 Call: 


Officer: Police. 

Ms. Cleveland: Yes. There was a squad car Number 68 that was 
flagged down here earlier this evening, about 15 minutes ago. 

Officer: That was me. 

Ms, Cleveland: Yeah. What happened? I mean my daughter and 
my niece witnessed what was going on. Was anything done about this 
situation? Do they need their names or... 


Officer: No, I don’t need them. 
Ms. Cleveland: Of information, or anything from them? 


Officer: No, not at all. 


Ms. Cleveland: You don’t? 
Officer: Nope. It was an intoxicated boyfriend of another boyfrieng 


Ms. Cleveland: Well, how old was this child? 
Officer: It wasn’t a child. It was an adult. 
Ms. Cleveland: Are you sure? 


Officer: Yup. 
Ms. Cleveland: Are you positive? Because this child doesn’t even 


ak English. My daughter has dealt with him before, seen him on the 


street, you know. 
Officer: Yeah. No, uh, he’s uh, he’s... It’s all taken care of, ma'am. 
Ms. Cleveland: Isn’t this... I mean, what if he’s a child and not an 

adult? I mean, are you positive that this is an adult? 

$. Officer: Ma’am. Ma'am. Like I explained to you. It’s as positive as I 








ae someone's sexual preference in life, 
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Monday, July 22, 1991 


Tracey Edwards knew he was in trouble. A young man, who could 
usually talk his way out of a lot of jams, was running out of ideas at 


how to keep the blond man he had befriended several hours earlier from 


attacking him with a knife. 


In the twinkling summery sunshine of a lazy, late afternoon, 
Edwards had been out with friends, hanging around the Grand Avenue 
Mall, when a good-looking man approached them. He was soft-spoken 
but direct and although he appeared to be addressing the small group 
of Edward’s friends, he kept staring specifically at Edwards. He was 
appreciative of the attention and interested i in what the man was saying. 
The blond man complimented Edwards’ appearance, his toned physique, 
and the lean angles of jaw and neck, stating that Edwards was the 
kind of male subject, he sought out for photos that he liked to take. He 
motioned for Edwards to step aside, mentioning that he would be willing 

to pay upwards of $100 if Edwards would be willing to pose for photos. 
Edwards recognized what was going on and perhaps a little intrigued 
ad enticed there was the lure of money, alcohol—maybe some level of 
jal seduction would develop. Edwards’ friends balked when he told 
taking off with his new friend, encouraging him to stay and 
them, but he decided to leave. 
gro - 












mself as Jeff, led the way out of the mall 
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sensing that Jeff was shy and lonely and maybe didn’t have a lot of frien | 
He talked a little about movies and even suggested that they coulg A 5, 
one once they got back to his place. ch 


The building was fairly mundane—a three-story walk up basic 
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apartmentin this part of the city. The apartment was hot and smelled terib] 
Edwards complained and Jeff nodded that his manager kept pr omising 4 
fix the problem. Edwards sat down, taking in the surroundings, while a 
fixed him a drink. Not offering him a beer or asking what he might like he 
simply handed Edwards a glass full of a dark liquid that smelled and tasted 
odd, Edwards sipped at it, not liking the taste; he noticed that Jeff took a 
beer for himself right from the can. Jeff put in a movie and Edwards realized 
that he hadn't said much to him since locking them in the apartment. Jeff 
had a serious look on his face as the start of The Exorcist 3 flickered on the 
screen of his television. Edwards started to ask him about what he did, but 
Jeff brushed the conversation off. He noticed an element of darkness in Jeffs 
face and the smell of the place was starting to make him nauseated. He didn’t 
like the drink and didn’t think he’d be able to sit through an entire movie in 
this horribly smelling place. He had changed his mind about all of it—the 
Photos, the drinks, and the man beside him who was starting to act stranger . 
by the moment, 


Jeff got up abruptly and left the room. Edwards thought about just taking 
off but found the man back seconds later. He had his camera and a pair of 
handcuffs and he asked Edwards to remove his shirt. Jeff was smiling now 
but there was an edge to his voice that made Edwards feel as though he 
should comply. He hesitated but decided to play along. Jeff asked if he could 
attach a handcuff, but before Edwards could respond or resist, Jeff snapped 
the cuff on his wrist. He had him sit down, encouraged him to loosen up a 
drink more of the strong liquid. They sat together and watched the movie ~ 








Edwards strategizing his next move while Jeff moaned under his breath and 
rocked back and forth. Edwards sensed that Jeff was a ticking bomb and 
wanted to keep him calm as much as possible so that he could leave without 


upsetting him. 


‘The movie kept running. When it finished, Jeff picked up the remote, 
rewound the movie, and started it again. Jeff would switch his focus from 
rocking back and forth and watching the movie to Edwards who was 
desperately trying to look calm and comfortable so as to keep him at bay as 
the hours ticked by. They moved to the bedroom. Jeff pulled out a knife and 


pulled Edwards down to the bed. 


“Tm going to cut out your heart and eat it.” Jeff said to him in a low, deep 


voice. He was holding the knife to Edward's chest. 


Edwards had heard him but pretended he didn’t. He tried to lighten the 
conversation by suggesting that Jeff remove his shirt and that perhaps they 
could fool around. Edwards desperately wanted him to put the knife down 
but Jeff resisted every suggestion. Edwards asked if they could move back to 
the living room where the window air conditioner would help alleviate the 
heat and smell, but Jeff wasn’t responding. Jeff wasn't focused on the knife, 
but he also wasn’t putting it down—all the while moaning, rocking back 


and forth, and slurring incoherently from several hours of near constant beer 





Šdwards leapt up suddenly and punched Jeff full on in the face. Not 
expecting it, Jeff fell to the ground and Edwards made his way to the 
om door and then the locked apartment door. He grabbed at the locks, 
twas right him, he knew that if he didn’t escape at that 
would likely never leave that place alive. 







managed to get the door open and ran down the hallway N 
vati ack. He raced down the stairs and out the door into the night 
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Tt must have seemed like a strange sight if you happened to be there 
on the darkened street that blistering hot night. A few city residents ma 
have been out taking whatever relief possible from the night air and Siw 
a young man running down a Milwaukee street that night with glazed 
eyes, and a pair of handcuffs dangling from one wrist. 


After what Edwards had experienced in the several hours preceding his 
e, he was just thankful to be out and on the street, though understandably 
ned that his attacker might have followed and would catch up to him, 













rds flagged down the first police cruiser that came into Vision, 
icers recognized immediately that their keys would not remove 
the handcuff was not Milwaukee Police Department issued, 
omeone other than a fellow officer who had attached 
: Esprcately wanted the cuffs removed and it was for this 
e finally agreed, after much persuading on the part 
company the officers back to apartment #213 of the 
ouple short blocks away. 
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The Cop and the Killer 


Kennedy: July 22, 1991 was a hot, sticky, summer night in 
Milwaukee. One that would change the direction of my life and the way 
J was to go. The heat that night was nothing new to me. I had prowled 
the streets of Milwaukee* on many a night like this while in uniform, ] 
spent ten years at district five, in the heart of the central city, pounding 
a beat or hacking a squad, and I genuinely enjoyed being a cop there, 
The third shift was always jumping, as everyone knows that the “freaks” 
come out at night. A fourth generation police officer, I always believed 
that law enforcement was my calling, but now it was different. I was in 
the Criminal Investigation Bureau, a detective. Assignment to the elite 
homicide unit only increased the perks and prestige that went along with 
the new promotion and I was eager to make my mark. 

Relishing the blast from the air conditioner, I drove the fifteen- 
minute commute to downtown from my comfortable west-side Cape Cod 
style home. Although I was relatively new to the bureau, I had already 
obtained a few run-of-the-mill murder confessions and had established 
myself as a decent interrogator. 

At six foot seven and two hundred and sixty-five pounds, I was often 
teased by my colleagues that it was my size and not my technique that 
convinced the suspects to spill their guts. Indeed, there were “bullies” in 
the bureau who pushed, slapped, and threatened suspects. I, however, 
took a gentle, matter-of-fact, approach to keep them talking. 

I would kill them with kindness, shaking their hand, offering them 
coffee and cigarettes while I proposed a suspect friendly scenario to the 
crime—one that allowed them to keep their dignity as they confessed 
their deeds, 

A marked squad roared past me with its sirens wailing as I stepped 
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raukee’ population was just over 624,000 in 1991. 


ing the street to the police administration buildin > 
from my car. ae fourth floor detective assembly, My Partine 
I took as N sipping coffee at his desk. Mike was a Polish 
Mike Dubis - on the south side of Milwaukee. His father Was a 
HA A bo the force as a police aide at 18. He was Promote 
cop and i A me, and his youthful appearance made him look out of 
the oe 4 ee tive Lieutenant Roosevelt Harrell hag teamed 
om % a the highest-ranking African American in the Pureau, He 
A Ea through a time in the department when African America 
es were routinely passed over for promotion. He prevailed because 
of his stubborn nature and his uncanny ability to elicit infor mation from 
people. He took a liking to me during my first week in the bureau, | had 


been sent to a stabbing and the investigation led to a ramshackle house 


where I was discussing the situation with the suspect while sitting at his 


kitchen table. I was unaware that the victim had bled out en-route to 
the hospital and hadn't noticed that Harrell had arrived on scene and 
was observing my interrogation. Within thirty minutes, 
the suspect that alcohol was the culprit for his deed an 
to kill was evident. He agreed and not only gave a sign 
provided the bloody knife and clothing he had hidd 
artival. Harrell was impressed with my work and told m 
your style. That was a damn good job!” 
and mentor me until the day he retired, 


Thad poured myself a cup of coffee and started toward my desk, when 
Harrell motioned me into h 


is office as he hung up the phone. 
“Kennedy, I want you and Mike to take a run up to 924 N. 25th Street. 
I got a call from a couple cops up there that say they found a head in a 
refrigerator, Sounds like some bullshit to me but go check it out anyway.” 
Rolling my eyes I walked over to Dubis and told him about the hitch. 
“You got to be fucking hosing me! Really?” 
We grabb 


ed our suit coats and made our way to the garage and rolled 


I had convinced 
d that no intent 
ed statement but 
en before police 
eso. “Kid -I like 
He would continue his support 





to the alleged murder scene. 


“PII tell you one thing,” Mike said with a smile as we climbed into 
our unmarked squad and drove toward the assignment “I’m certainly not 
going to lose my head over this investigation.” 

It was my night to drive and as we made our way the twenty blocks or 
so to the scene, Mike remembered that we had been there before. About 
a month earlier, we investigated the strangling death of a thirty-four 

ar old Black male on the third floor. It was still.an open homicide with 

no suspects. We pulled up to the Oxford Arms, a three story, thirty-six 
units, white brick structure. The building was just west of the downtown 
area. Lower income people of all races and ethnicities occupied it. ‘There 
were some families but mostly people on welfare, social security or some 


kind of general assistance. I remember talking to residents during the 


previous investigation. It had its share of alcoholics, drug addicts, thugs 


and prostitutes, both straight and gay. 


Entering the main vestibule of the building, our nostrils filled with 

the sweet, putrid, nauseating smell of death, which had become so 

familiar to us both. The odor hung heavily in the air, intensified by the 
| v. We looked at each other, acknowledging the smell. 


it gonna be bullshit,” I said, wondering if I should 















r and rounded the hallway to unit #213. There 
opper whose wildly excited eyes were as big 
ofusely and his disheveled uniform gave 

ell € knew this officer from 














believe this shit!” he responded as he led us through the 
| a. first and saw three more uniformed COPs, all 
ey were straddling a Caucasian male SUspect 

ce down on the floor, handcuffed behind his back and 

set. Their uniforms looked just as unkempt as the first, 

th his knee firmly in the back of the suspect, anothe, 
ed feet and the third cop wiping his face with a hanky, 

the refrigerator!” the portly cop with his Knee in the 

ted. I walked to the fridge and opened it. What | saw 
fwhelming wave of panic and fear that rushed from the 
the top of my head. A clean, barren refrigerator 

en container of baking soda and a cardboard box 


red head. There was no blood and ; 


irrational and | 
nd my homicide assignment and 


y and theft detail. There was an 


ne that the background 


ent I was standing in. 


g and radioed Lt. 





Harrell that we indeed did have a homicide and would he please meet us 


at the scene 
“Don't anybody touch anything!” Dubis shouted. He seemed to 


be struggling as much as I to remain calm. We all seemed satisfied to 


wait in silence for the lieutenant to arrive. I began to take note of the 
besides the obvious signs of a struggle, it was immaculately 


apartment, 
od quality furniture. It was a one-bedroom place with a 


clean with go 
bination kitchen and living area, adjoining hall and bathroom. I 


com 
or. His light colored hair was 


looked at the suspect as he lay on the flo 
rspiration. ‘The faded denim shirt he wore was 
d I noticed he was slightly bleeding from the 
n on his right elbow 


greasy and wet with pe 
drenched with sweat an 
corner of his mouth. ‘There was an obvious rug bur 
glistening blood red. He appeared completely defeated but his condition 
showed a great struggle brought him to that point. He was motionless 


but made an ever so faint crying whine, like that of a child or a cat in 


the night. 

I entered the bedroom, stepping over four, 
“CAUTION MURIATIC ACID” and noticed a very large blue plastic 
drum, securely sealed. A fan stood behind it blowing at high speed in 
an open window. Walking back to the living room, I 
e walls. Three large black and white 


ales, posed in various provocative 


large boxes marked 


the direction of 
checked the artwork that adorned th 
portraits of long, lean muscular m 
their fine form and physique. Against one wall was 


positions, showing 
plain view on 


a large aquarium sitting on top of a black enamel table. In 
the kitchen counter top were several boxes of Soilex cleaning powder and 
an array of cleansers and air fresheners. I figured this guy was gay and 
some kind of a clean freak. 
“All right, what do we got?” Harrell bellowed as he entered the room 
oss” Dubis said winking at me. Harrell opened 
ped back quickly. His eyes widened and he 






































d hard on his Arturo Fuentes cigar, filling the modest 4 


Part 
savy clouds of smoke. He closed the door, took a deep br Men, 


è 


Okay, boys, here's what we're gonna do. Kennedy, you take this 
ntown and start talking to him. I want you with him eve 
tand? No one else. If he’s got to piss, you hold his dick. G 


gu 

inute, 
et it? ] 

with him all the time until I get back there, do you hea 


agi eement. 


r Me” 


u and me are going to go over this place with a fine-tooth. d 
ing at the coppers, he ordered, “Get some help Up here, | 
ne else in or out of this place!” 
1 the two coppers that were holding the suspect d 
d follow me outside. 
ed for a wagon,” one of them said, as they ushered the 
the hall to the stairway. ‘The suspect walked Slowly as he 
the leg irons. His head was bowed over his slouched 
à this position, I could tell he was over Six feet tall 
e descended the stairs, I could see the bright 
‘The local stations all carried police scanners 
m so they could be on the scene of breaking 
re the police. The radio call regarding 
uicy for them to pass up. I stopped 


Own, to 


Jeg 


ted one of the conveying officers to 
ross the street. As he did, I heard 
om of the press. The veteran 


at in jail for obstructing this 
ng this TV talking head 


ent building 5° 





e climbed in after him. > two conveying officers got in the front 
„nd drove off toward the station. Not a word was said as we cruised back 
Jowntown. J eyed the suspect as we drove. Although he was a good-sized 
man, as he sat there he appeared almost fragile, sitting hunched over and 
erembling slightly. At the station, he cooperated — almost zombie like, 
as I led him into the prisoner elevator and up to the interrogation rooms 
on the fourth floor. Once inside I pointed to the cuffs and leg irons and 
said, 

“Take these off him.” 

«Look, Pat, I wouldn't do that, I had to fight with this fuckhead and 
he’s no pussy.” I looked at this copper and his pudgy partner and I knew 
he was not kidding. I turned to the suspect. 

“Hey, if you give me your word you won't act up, we can take these 
off” For the first time the suspect looked at me directly and I caught his 
steely blue eyes. He nodded in affirmation and I motioned again for the 
officers to remove his shackles. The pudgy officer removed the bindings 
and stepped outside saying, “I'll be right here if you need me.” 

The interrogation rooms are about 9x12’, with a high ceiling and 
dingy beige, cinder block walls. A metal table and two metal chairs are 
the only furniture. I extended my hand. 

“My name is Pat, and I’m the detective that will be investigating your 
case.” The suspect looked bewildered but meekly placed his limp hand 
in mine. I directed him to take a seat and he obediently sat in the corner 
chair. 

“You're not going to let them hit me anymore, are you?” ‘These were 
the first words out of his mouth and they came almost pleadingly. I 
assured him by my manner, voice, tone, and general approach that I was 
not there to fight, argue, belittle or harm him in anyway. He seemed to 
think I was in charge and had authority over the uniforms and I let him 

continue to think so. From now on, he would only be talking to me and 
fighting was not part of the program. For the first time I really took stock 










d 


of the guy. A hint of barely controlled hysteria was evide 
The smell of alcohol was more than noticeable, his eyes glazed i “ic 
speech slightly slurred. He appeared to be desperately trying to a i 
himself and talk straight. ain 
“What’s your name?” I asked, opening the interro 
“Jeff. Jeffrey Dahmer,” he replied, 
“Tm going to get a cup of coffee, would you like one? 


nt in his... 


gation. 
















i Oh yeah, do 

-you smoke?” A look of surprise came over Dahmer’s face and he indicat 
hheul like both. I left him in the locked room and Made my H 
i vard my desk where I kept a pack of smokes fo : 


r prisoner interview, 
nt to compose Myself 
my brief observations I 
a product of middle to Upper 
cide and maybe more. He was 


lop a plan for the interrogation. From 
la à intelligent, gay, white male, 
involved in at least one homi 
nd probably shared simila 


= 


r values to Mine, Į decided to 
returned to the room, | placed 
and lighter in front of him. He looked 
ne and I encouraged him to help himself. He fumbled 
okes and lit one up. I noted that he relished the Nicotine aş 

de took the cup of coffee and sipped it with obvious 
it he enjoyed these little Niceties and was polite and 

ndness, I decided to begin. 


ck of cigarettes, 


4 was surprised at how articulate he was. 
to a lawyer?” he inquired, trying to be 
ched out in my chair, 

T eventually for this.” I noticed how 


his eyes followed my body as I shifted back to a normal seating position. 
“Hell, Jeff, it’s one o'clock in the morning, do you want to wait till 
the rest of the world wakes up to discuss this case?” Dahmer seemed 
s rebuff and inquired as to what would happen if he refused 


I nonchalantly explained the Miranda warnings and 


upset by thi 
to talk any further. 
began to describe the bo 


with this and nervously 
bullpen. I picked up on Dahmer’s fear of the bullpen, a large 


d by every kind of arrestee from traffic violator to 
en. It was a claustrophobic, smelly, 


oking procedure; however, he seemed familiar 


asked if he could get his own cell instead of 


going to the 
holding room occupie 


murderer and everything else in betwe 
t for criminal justice. | decided to play off this fear. 


disgusting place to wai 
It had been a busy night and I told him so. The jail was full, so a cell 
He would have to make do with the 


to himself would not be possible. 
rest of those others arrested that night and be packed into the bullpen to 


await arraignment the following day. A look of fear came over Dahmer’s 
face as he slunk back into his chair. 
“Look, you don’t have to go there now, 
information, you know, about yourself, your education, 
I had already made up my mind that this guy wasnt going anywhere 
until he told me about that head. Working homicide, I had seen some 
pretty gory things but that head was tops. Dahmer lit a cigarette and 
asked me if he could have another cup of coffee. I obliged and returned 
with a cup for myself as well. I began by asking him questions about 
his job, apartment, and any vehicle that he might have. Dahmer replied 


that he was employed at a local candy company and that his job was to 
sing part of the operation. I knew the 
d at their retail outlet to 
heir product was quality 
d that he chose his 
bus lines and 


we can talk about some general 


things like that.” 


mix ingredients during the proces 
plant well and told him that I had often stoppe 
buy treats for my kids. He acknowledged that t 
and seemed proud of his contribution. Dahmer state 
apartment location because it was cheap and close to the 


his job. He was polite in manner and spoke fluently; not using big words, 


-.  o_ 





but obviously had a good command of the English language 
“What about your family? Do you have any kin in M 
Dahmer’s back stiffened, his tone became defensive. He Bhi 
his eyes. 
“Look Pat, what I did, I did on my own, my family had nothing to do 


town» 


© with 




















with it and I would rather leave them out of this.” He answered i 
a e pared to be sobering up. I could feel the strength Pu 
nviction on this point; however, this was the first hint of an admission 
part. I decided not to lie to him as I had done so many times before 
ther suspects. 

Beh Pibe ma mith y ou,” I said, taking a deep breath. 
ked, understand? You're not going anywhere. I already saw 
artner and a bunch of detectives are going through your 
ht now, so I’m sure there will be alot more evidence coming, 
‘later you're going to have to talk to somebody about this 
ight as well be me. Now you can wait till the morning 
but hell, that won't be for another seven or eight 
n take you up to the bullpen right now and you 
the drunks, thugs and crack heads, but hell 
‘that’s not your crowd. At least stay a while 
an help you! I’ve been doing this for 
h is cut and dried. There’s always some 
s, hell I can tell just by lookin 
o an intelligent, decent guy, ° 
ical reason for what hap 


quite a 






g at you 
t some 


pened 


not supposed to be here. I should have done it a long time ago and saved 
myself all of this. It’s over anyways. Please, Pat, take your gun out and 
shoot me, just end it!” 

I noticed that his gaze was locked on the chrome plated 357 revolver 
still strapped to my waist. In all of the excitement, I had forgotten to 
take it off and place it in my desk, usual procedure when questioning 
I began to remember the three coppers at the scene. I sure 
t in a struggle with this sinewy-built suspect over my 
ed once on the street while I was in uniform. I 


a prisoner. 
didn’t want to ge 
gun. That had happen 
could vividly recall the fight for my life and didn’t want to repeat the 
scenario. 

“Look, Jeff, calm down,” I said placing my right hand on his shoulder 
and carefully shielding my revolver with my left. “This ain't the end of 
the world. Take it easy. What do you mean you should have done it long 


ago?” 
Dahmer again seemed on the edge of hysteria, about to jump out of 











Je edged toward me with eyes wild and intense: 

r what hydrochloric acid would do to you if you put 
Looking directly at me, he continued. “That’s right. 
dro hloric acid or formaldehyde into your veins by 
lle. The acid would travel right to your heart and 
o pain, no problem. I should have done it. I 


ved as he tried to catch his breath and 
his chair. I genuinely felt sorry for 














j . « 
hmer viewed me, his eyes red and swollen. Yes, plea, 


» 
oh 


om and quickly took off my revolver, glad to be oy of 

E s ‘grabbed two more cups of hot coffee and returned 
ing up another cigarette and inhaling deeply, 

and took another long and deliberate drag. | 

how much Dahmer seemed to enjoy cigarette 

yself but I sat down, grabbed a smoke ang tore 

it up and began to puff it, cigar like. Dahme 

y antics and appeared a bit more composed. | Pulled 

sat down, my knee touching his. When he 


z to kill you.” Dahmer noticed that the 357 
] I’m not going to let anyone else hurt you, 
s to kill yourself, when you leave this 


atch, so you won't have an opportunity 


ain it the best we can, and 


1 you, get you through it, com 


(ay 
xer’s shoulder as I spok 
d never be free again 


for what I've done, Pat, you don’t know, I’ll never get out!” he 
conviction. He left his seat and began to pace the small cell- 
ing his hands. “I can’t believe I was so stupid! I never 

ight like this! I was always so careful. I guess I just 


feel the intensity growing in his voice and became: 


ilar plan.” There was anger now 


>, | could see rage in his eyes. 


len , Jeff?” Dahmer nodded 
here that 








] been six years since I took my last 


sep it in check. I told Dahmer that 


the demon of alcoholism 


mily. Dahmer looked 


















en Don't you see? Without the booze, who knows, 


- not be sitting here right now.” 
hmer’s mood continued to soften. He seemed to believe Rai. 


| actually meant what I said. He related that he felt he dia i Was 
sroblem but that he either couldn't or wouldn’t stop drinkin, 
jat his father had tried many times to get him help a p, 
J had even introduced him to A.A. but he just didn; Ret i 
d to the booze. I could see that Dahmer’s family wy 
d tried to use this to further the Conversation, but he 






do? What will they think of me 
for 


your gun and end this thing 
lahmer slouched further into his 


ave to fin d 


i. to y have any peace during hi 


up adi could tell that he was buying what I was selling. It was almost like 
we were pals—not interrogator and suspect. 

There was a faint knock at the door and it quickly opened. Lt. Dave 
Vahl, a newly made lieutenant stuck his head inside. He was acting captain 
for that night and asked if he could have a word with me. As I left the room, 

assured Dahmer that I would return with more coffee and cigarettes, 

Once outside the interrogation room, Vahl asked, “Well, is he talking 
or not?” 

I shook my head. “No, not yet, but I think he’s almost ready to crack, 
why, what's up?” Vahl went on to relate that Dubis and Lt. Harrell were 
afraid to continue their search of the apartment because of the boxes 
marked CAUTION MURIATIC ACID. They wondered if anything 

osive, or if ae were in danger of blowing up. Lt. Vahl was 
the legality of the search. Would Dahmer give his consent? 
of smokes and coffee and returned to the room. 
g through your apartment right now, but 
the safety of the rest of the building. Is 
your it that can blow up?” 
Se aniliar panic. “Did you search my 













would get a search warrant in 


Taking the signed form back to Lt, Vahl.“ 
h. Everything is cool, just some chemicals, 
searc hing in their boxes.” I returned to the room with more a Cava 
E I could sit down, Dahmer looked up at me like a child Huh 
a spanking and said, “Pat, when you find out what Pye done, you’ i 
me. Everyone will.” 

I placed my hand firmly on his shoulder as Į sat down next t© him 
explained that as a detective, I had seen many horrible things but i ts 
not my job to hate, love or judge anyone. I was simply a 8atherer of facts 
aseeker of the truth. , 


Jahmer shook his head and said, “You haven’t seen the things [ye 


You can 8° ahea 


; a 
no explosives, b nq 



















nt on to tell Dahmer about my Catholic upbringing, 
fel that it was my place to judge people, that only G 

d him that no matter what it was that h 
‘belief in that. I mentioned that I fir 
nat he was an all knowing and all 


and how | 
od had the 
e had done 
mly believed 
forgiving God, 
ted our wrongs, changed our behavior and 
ld be forgiven. This idea seemed to appeal to 
4 d again, sparking a lengthy conversation 
gion and the hereafter. 
br ght up as a member of the Lutheran 


ate 


a 
ing member of any religion in 





believe in a loving, caring and 
im. I could sense that Dahmer 

out of himself. As a matter 
“OPON like two old friends. 
\e universe greater then 


, nt, | 
f his predicame | 


Finally, he said point blank, “Pat, how will | ever be able to live w; 
myself, or face my family again after everyone finds out what Te oe 
[looked at his pleading face and told him that the first and mosti e 
step was to admit to God, himself, and another human being 
nature of his wrongs. He nodded as I went on. “Second you mu 
be truly sorry for your actions, asking forgiveness of God, yo 
those you hurt.” Dahmer searched my face as I spoke. 


Mportant 
the exact 
st say and 
urself and 
“Thirdly, you must 


reassured him that 
Į was not there to judge, that only God had that power and that nothing 


he could tell me would change my mind about that. “Jeff, I know that I 
am here to get information from you but I can be the other human being 
in that equation. Don't you see, you can start right now, what do you say?” 
Dahmer looked at me with a sigh and said, “You know, Pat, this is 
nothing like I thought it would be.” I asked what he meant, and he went 
on, “I guess I just never imagined that my interrogation would be like 
this. You're going to find out everything now anyways. I can’t stop the 
ws media, so I might as well tell you everything but, if I’m going to 


make some kind of amends for your actions.” I again 








and inhaled. 
, the nicotine and caffeine had begun to 
‘expected to hear about the head in the 
n to talk about an incident that 
N It happened, he said, when he 

Cis tient n back to the head in 


AIKIN: 








n and very busy with his job as a chemist 
ma 
ummer and he was alone a great deal, He ” 


f the time and had not really made any frie 


* it was $ Seq 
continued that 1t 


s lonely most © } nds 
cout described the place where he lived, stating that it was à Ney 
in schoo! 


J comfortable home located on a large wooded h: He related that on, 
E as he was driving down a back town road, he picked up a hitchhike, 
l k. male, in his late teens. He invited the young man to his house, 
saying there was plenty of beer and booze. The young man accepted and 
upon arrival, they drank quite a bit of alcohol. They were getting a little 
E ahi the guy came over to him and began to kiss him deeply by 
sticking his tongue in his mouth. Dahmer said that this was not the first 
experienced homosexual tendencies. He knew he was attracted 
had an earlier encounter when he was younger, making out 
‘boy in a tree house. He mentioned though, that this 
that he ever engaged in any true physical, intimate 
ked it. 

lat this guy must really like him and he enjoyed 
After a few hours of touching and kissing, 

ime for him to go home. Dahmer pleaded 
] told him he would not drive him 
became upset and said that he 
> or not. As he tried to walk out 
out. He stated that the guy 
as getting the upper hand 
ght ended up in a cornet 
s father, (in an attempt 
said that he grabbed # 
in the head with # 


















At this point, I grabbed a sheet of blank statement forms and began 
to write. “Go on Jeff,” I said. 

Dahmer stated that he was surprised that he didn’t panic. Even in 
his intoxicated state, he realized that he had to do something with the 
body. He dragged it out to a remote wooded area of his property and 
hid it under some heavy brush. Dahmer said that he was comfortable 
leaving the body there, as he had never seen anyone walking through 
their property. He went on, that he left the body to rot for several weeks 
while he tried to figure out what to do with it. 

One day while checking on the body, he noticed that most of the 
flesh had rotted away or had been eaten by animals and insects. Handling 
the corpse, he noted that the bones appeared to be brittle and wood- 
like so he decided to get his father’s sledgehammer from the tool shed 
and smash the bones into small pieces. He was surprised how easily the 
skeleton came apart, smashing and splintering with each blow. Dahmer 
eventually spread the bones and remaining body parts all about the 
vooded lot, throwing them as he spun in a circle. 

l noted that Dahmer appeared excited, he was coming out of his 
induced state and pro ps the massive amounts of coffee and 







1 that kapa was Taaa that he didn’t worry 
nge amount of inner power, knowing 


pa idon 


‘dn’ kill the guy so he decid 
he didnt mean to ‘ded + 
' y 
accident any w , 
. for t it. 
should just a couldn't; and the haunting thought of tha Buy's |, 
oe. his property caused him to seek solace in More , ON, 
la lways gone and he was sti] “hoy 
ides that, his father was always g still lonely | 
E seemed to help, beer mostly, but any kind of liquor Would N N 


His drinking began to become a problem, as his father » i 
is would ; 
home and continually find him drunk. In the autumn imme diate 0 
om 


at he 


. $ y 
his graduation, he enrolled at Ohio State University but foe afte, 


Nt m 
his time drinking and drunk, rarely made it to class 


assignments and was eventually kicked out of school. 
as Dahmer stated that he and his father began to argue 
tink i y and that he threatened to throw him out of the hous 


















e. 
y one of their discussions, his father mentioned th 


at Maybe 
ng that i 
to become 
besides he 


would provide some direction to his life, think; 
a man out of him. He said that he never wanted 
ne loved his dad and wanted to please him; 
e an opportunity to see the world and maybe forge 
red body in the woods. Jeff signed up for four years 
$ an army medic. He related that boot camp was 
him mentally and physically. He began to 
was too busy to think about his secret. He 
ked with several other soldiers. After his 
1 | began to frequent the beer gardens. 
tec and eventually got him into trouble. 


chhiker remained and the only way 


ida, where he drank away the 
Ohio, to live with his father 
everyday and this caused 4 




















we 


household. His father convinced him that it would be better 
d in with his grandmother. She owned a large house in the 
rea and lived all alone. He could be his own man there 
his grandmother in her old age. He felt this would be an 
a new start and moved in with Grandma. 


stif in the 
milwaukee ® 


tunity for 
“ee recalled his Grandma with obvious affection. She was very 


ligious and had a strong Lutheran faith. She was kind and loving 
reli 

towards him a 
Sundays as well as prayer meetings during the week. He thought this 


might be a way to dispel the memory of his deed and keep his drinking 


and grow 
mosexual but realized this was not acceptable to Grandma or 


nd encouraged him to accompany her to church on 


ing homosexual fantasies in check. He knew by now that he 
was a ho 
the church they attended. He thought by immersing himself in religion 
he could turn the corner and live life anew. 

I was engrossed in his story and had stopped writing. I listened 
ly but couldn't help but think that this was all bullshit. We had 
Iking for about three and a half hours; I needed a break and said 
f butted his cigarette and stated that he needed to use the 

directed him to a holding cell and we took turns using the 


9 


ing him to the interrogation room, I went for more 












how to steer him back to the head in the refrigerator. 
ing for me and somewhat energized, as I took 


ted again one day while I was reading 
elated that as he sat quietly reading, 
mpled piece of paper in front 
want a blow job meet me in 
f the note and began 


» 
Į decided to give into my sexual urges, 


“This is aes, d that he began by purchasing gay Pornogr, 

He a ae masturbation. He started frequenting the Y ang 
satisfied himse d discovered a lively gay nightlife on the -A et 
in Milwaukee ie. and because of his excessive drinking Ne 
didn’t own 4 ed the bus. His Grandma was asleep whey, fe ot 
ae pA was made of his intoxicated state. After learnin te 
and outs of the homosexual bar scene, he found $ P isingly casy k 
meet and spend time with other By Tien, often bringing them back, 
Grandma's basement for sex. Other times, he would secure a hote] c 0 
’ i wntown to take his one-night stands. s 
di Dahmer stated that one night in particular he met a Young, Sin 
ha. white male at a local transsexual hangout. After 


drinking all 
ted him back to his room at the Ambassad 


or Hotel 





















west of downtown. 
he stopped and looked at me earnestly, “This i, the 
don't know what happened. The last thing I remember, 
| in bed. I must have blacked out because when | 
z the guy was dead. My hands and arms were 
and chest were black, blue and bloody. It 
n a terrible beating. I swear Pat, I dont 
e I must have beaten him to death ina 
ave. I quickly got up and cleaned myself 
do with the dead guy.” 
nksgiving morning, I know because! 
ine , as my father, stepmother and 
wn for the holiday. I remember 
e Grand Avenue Mall. It was 


since the mid 1990s and is once 38%"? 


making it easy t 


nt up to my room and carefully folded my dead roommate and 


wait. 1 we ; 
a his pelongings into the suitcase. I know it sounds strange, but the 
folded right into the thing, just like it was designed for him. ‘The cab 
p helped me carry everything out to the car and placed the suitcase 
into the trunk. The 
«Wait a minute Jeff, yo 
you Joad this body-filled suitca 
asked you any questions?” “Yes, 
didn't. He was an Arabian guy and spoke in broken English, actually 
he was Very helpful.” After getting home, Dahmer said that he took the 
-ase down into the basement and put it in the fruit cellar. His family 
oady arrived so he left the guy down there in the suitcase, as he 


n he drove me to Grandma’s house.” 
u mean to tell me you got this cab driver to help 
se into the trunk of his cab and he never 


” he replied. “I thought he would, but he 











Pat, but I wasn’t even nervous. Nobody had the 
going on.” | 

‘left for Ohio and Grandma went to a play 

t this would be a good time to dispose of 





into tiny pieces. He then wrapped up the splintered bone, i 
ae ~M wrapped garbage bag and placed everything into 
another pogu owned dumpster located behind the garage. He , 
large green ie down the basement floor and poured some b 
used a ON ate, destroying any evidence of his work. He went on 
eae to come, he would venture out to the gay bars 


nto 
the 
hen 
leach 
to sa 


y 
> Pick up 
and bring them home to Grandma’s house for sex. 
men 


«Jt was easy and exciting Pat, but when they would leave in the midd 

of the night, I always felt empty and alone, I hated that.” 
J studied Dahmer as he spoke. His eyes were constricted NOW and 
J noticed that he was no longer drunk, but appeared high on all the 
caffeine and nicotine he had consumed. I was matching him in the Coffee 
and cigarette department and was beginning to feel a bit stoned myself 
Iwondered if I was being taken for a ride. His tale was incredible but he 
recalled it now with such enthusiasm that I decided not to interrupt him, 


le 

















e had now killed two men without detection but was haunted by his 
During the day he fluctuated from the sheer terror of exposure to 
ting high of recalling his deeds. He stated that just thinking 

s gave him great pleasure and he would masturbate as he 
that he had gotten away with it made him feel powerful, 


. Nobody knew what happened; he had his little secret, 


ng two people, he could do it again. He 
rt of it. Was it subconscious, deliberate of 


shift worker at the candy facto) 
the day. He remembered reading 
oi. Buh was using a new sleep 


ww 


„lled Halcyon to help him sleep during all the tension of the Gulf 
gc 


ait went to 4 


fot ae sleeping pill. 
$ im to sleep quickly and wondered how these pills might work 


doctor and convinced him to give him a prescription 


He noted that it worked like a knock-out drug, 


nd pick-ups. 


you want an unconscious lover?” I interrupted. Dahmer 
ook moment. “Well Pat, most men that I have been with want to have 
anal sex with me. I enjoy all the touching and kissing. I love giving and 
tting oral sex but anal sex is uncomfortable and hurts. I know it sounds 
selfish but I thought if I could render them unconscious, I could spend 
hours pleasuring myself and not have to reciprocate.” 
He seemed in earnest as he spoke, eyes now glazing over as if in a 
ice. He mechanically opened the third pack of smokes as he told of a 
| wo months after the Thanksgiving Day murder. He was at 


ron sie as Street where he met a young man. 











was pleasantly surprised to find 





the § pa was wie to obtain an 


church and he proceeded in the same fashion as before caref; 
: » Car 
the flesh from the young mans body as it lay over the ‘i o Cuttin 
smashing the skeleton with the sledgehammer and thr e . 
. owi 
mess in the trash wrapped in four or five garbage bags 
An incredulous look came to his face as he oe 
X : ; ii 
couldn't believe what I did, yet just thinking about it almos 
” od 3 
pleasure. He went on to explain that he constantly ch Fm Breat 
and TV newscasts for any kind of blurb regardi pe the Paper, 
ing his +: 
nothing, not a word, nobody even knew they were H , as victims; but 
4 . a i 
{ ve him a strange feeling of superiority and power. his though 
n his life, he was in complete control. He knew M 2 the first time 
N a =| 
here werent any consequences, no punishment, no o 
ild there be, no one knew but him. í j 
è continued to speak, he looked off into the di 
feel the power. He fi i 
/ power. Fe figured the reason th 
of his deeds n that no one ey 
Í eds was because of the way ; ; y 
is victims we ay in which they were 
eums were anonymously picked up in a bar or on th 
hat nobody kn i 
wi m 7 ee about, killed and disposed of, 
k pe e mentioned that the feeling 
a iil on, that his job at the chocolate 
“i q ioan, but at night, especially on the 
fe gay bars looking for a suitable victim. It 
kill again. 
ke as he continued to tell his tale and1 
i't be true, I thought, besides, I really 
ed into a nearby holding cell with 3 
to the detective assembly for a breath 
me. He seemed excited and wanted © 
eee 
2 n. “But I don't know D 
to three ho omicides and wane 


e 
Brat 
n s, 
8 the Entin 
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e to answer to 
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ave; 





e more but hasn't even mentioned the head in the refrigerator. 
ore Rte siidontaHink Hee going to help us? 
be fucking nuts, e’s going to help us. 


He must 
it. Vahl could hardly control his voice as he squealed. “No Pat, he’s 


for real, J just 8° r 


5 won't believe what 
There are human bones all over the joint. He’s not fucking with 


ff the phone with Harrell. He’s back at the scene and 


they're finding, four skulls and several frozen 


ds. 
a Pat, now get back in there and keep him talking!” 


Į dropped the coffee cup I had just filled and it ran down my shoes. 
«You're kidding me? This guy is for real?” I could tell by the look on the 
young lieutenant's face that he was in earnest. I poured two more cups of 
coffee and re turned to the interrogation room with renewed vigor. Now, 
















dutifully waited to record every word. 

] my change in attitude and asked if everything 
J think I’m just a little revved up on all the 
and said that he was feeling better about his 
about something. I put my pen down and 


ed about admitting what I did and 
. “Well you mentioned that 
any serenity in my life.” 
where he was going 





“Well Jeff, it would be along, difficult task and a time Consumin 
put if we could identify each and every one yg athas their 
| i ; es would know what happened to them.” I noted that he winced a 
families Eoo gained confidence with this statement as | spoke 











sure youve heard about the anguish of the families Whose 
ing in action or taken prisoner of war without notice in 
ientioned the black and white flags representing these men 
= les along with the stars and stripes. It was Obvious 
d to know what happened to their loved one 


finally put them to rest.” Dahmer 
| studied the smoke as he exhaled. 





7 CHAPTER 


tot the “plan” brought a sense of relief to Dahmer and 















sphere in the room for the first time. He continued 


cident, he was drinking heavily at a local 
ore outrageously dressed homosexuals; 
e with makeup and heels. Dahmer said 
apy activities and drag queen shows; 
t looking guys. He went on that 

h a young, smooth-skinned, 
imm ediately attracted to him 
imself. He convinced 





t the entire night 
him to death 
attend church 





mixed up about the whole thing,” h, Saig 
S ‘ 
: j loved having these guys with me anq Makin 


looking at i ies under my complete control, but afte 


as No 

m » 

killing them : E k [would feel empty and alone.” He explaineg 
+» When i 

easy job. 


f his unresolved feelings about the killing, he Playeg it 
that ces, k by meeting guys and trying to have a relationship 
- a A : 
“ec However, they would always leave in the Morning and hy 
would feel hollow and alone. a. 
ee know Pat; no one really wanted a relationship. Just quick 
snc i ous sex and that’s it. It was over in an instant and they would be 





















‘struggled with these feelings for about a year and felt lucky that 
ais 1 found out. I continued to cruise the gay bars, 
ve sex with, but it was shallow and unfulfilling.” 
ig the gay bar scene, keeping his dark secret while 
cone that would love him, but it didn’t happen. The 
stayed with him and he would masturbate 


Picking up 


estrained sexual control that he had over 
to go undetected and I was afraid my luck 
I be caught, but the allure of a warm 


f the initial confession report. It 
his musings or feelings but ” 
dates, times, victims’ physical 
semed to settle in at this p™ 
of his shocking story: J had 
E ould end. It ¥* 
ruption. He strugg! 


jd stay 


to no avail. 


this time that I met a guy at the bus stop outside Club 


“Tt was during 
e was a young Mexican male; he was nice looking, long and lean 


919. H 
with je 
alone and I struck up a conversation as we waited for the bus. I invited 
him to come home with me and he jumped at the suggestion. On the trip 
andma’s I decided, I wouldn't let this one leave. Down the basement, 
im the Halcyon filled cocktail; I made love to him and kept him 
orning, I heard my Grandma moving around upstairs, so I 
hid his body in the fruit cellar. After Grandma went 


t-black hair and smooth skin. I wanted to be with him. He was 


to Gr 
I gave h 
alive until m 
strangled him and 
to church, I dismembered and disposed of the body as before.” 


"The fear of being found out was constant but it excited him and he 
to continue. The pleasure he experienced at every level 
to the pick up, and eventual complete control over 
helming and he enjoyed recalling these events over 
urbating as he did so. | 


was to have control over my situation, I would 











the food court of the Grand 


ino 


eager and willing. 
| let me take some 





ber that my father was upset when l 
ng else. I remem 
nd nothing € 


kida awyer. I made a plea arrangement in ce 


l 
iai], but he got me a j 
fone lease for about a year. 


Calle 


f 
| 
Tt ang | 
on work re À is ; 
was Re +, was weird reporting to jail after work every night 
He felt 1 


erience helped him play the game. He simply diq 
+ ae people wanted him to and he had no trouble 
the Corre 


but his | 
What eve, 


at all, He 
dto his current apartment upon release. Within a week, he; 
move 


his old habit of frequenting the gay bars. It had been a year sinc 
been able to do so and he was glad to be free to roam and m 
again, He was very relaxed when talking about his sexuality an 
t genuinely enjoy the gay nightlife. His mood was light and 
recalled the campy activities and sexually charged atm 
scene. I took stock of him as he spoke. Even in his 
on, you could see that he was a good-looking man, ta 
essed like a tennis player, he was polite and well spoken and it 
w he would be able to meet and engage his victims in 
at the door interrupted my thoughts. Lt. Vahl 
the identification unit would need Mr. Dahmer’ 
ty jail jump suit and left. 
I had forgotten about that. Dahmer looked 
ned that they would check his clothes for 
, blood, semen, fibers, like on TV” As 
t he was physically cut and musculat 
rms. I handed him the jail suit asl 
r climbed into it, pulling the !o% 


‘ce aid 
the hallway and met a police ai% 
i {, obvious!) 


€ he had | 






















eet guy, 
d seeme 
accepting 
Osphere of 
disheveled 
ll and well 


line from ear to ea 


«shout 
1. I stuffed them in witho 


izi his new wardro?“ 
id en? 
x “So nothing happ 


c 
A smoke from the pe 


and shook his head no. “But I remember that shortly after that, I was 


coming home one night after not meeting anyone that I found appealing, 


when 
Į immediately knew the place he was talking about, a newspaper and 


[ran into this Black guy in front of the bookstore on 27th street.” 


porno bookstore that catered to a sleazy late night crowd. It was stuck 

in between taverns about two blocks from Dahmer’s apartment. It was a 

late night hangout for bums, prostitutes of both genders, dope heads and 

winos. The area was frequented at night by suburban white guys looking 
for a quick blow job. 

Dahmer continued, “This guy was big, strong and well-built. He said 

he was a player and I asked him if he would come home with me. I told 

would give him fifty bucks if he would let me perform oral sex on 


ing and his body was lean and attractive. One of the best 
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> nude photos. I don’t think he was gay, but he was 







on't think he was gay?” I asked, interrupting. 
k to my apartment, he took off his clothes and 





Ail 


artir g the second page of his 








Pat, that’s the main artery that allows blood to flow to your brain» 
acknowledged his gaze by nodding and he continued. “After that | took 
s of him in various positions and then cut up the bo iy 


several nude photo 
al one he had purchased at a 


Dahmer described his knife as 4 speci 
e downtown mall just for this purpose. He discoverey 


rraian dma’s that a good knife was mandatory 
it was a six inch serrated blade with a black plasti 


cutlery shop in th 
through trial and e 


for the job. He said 
contoured handle and he kept it razor sharp. He would place the body in 


the bathtub, letting the blood flow down the drain as he severed the flesh 
from the corpse. He would cut the flesh into small pieces and flush them 
down the toilet. He mentioned that the skeletal remains were the most 
dificult to dispose of so in preparation for his next kill, he purchased a 


age and tendons at the joint and pull the bones 












r. Then I would cover them with several 
s in those boxes you asked about.” 

lays in the acid, they would become 
t down the toilet. This eliminated 
and lessened his chances of 
the end and this one was s0 
‘se that it was over so S00? 
ody so I decided to keep his 






from the pack. 
at the Lieutenant tol 
other body pa" 





the smell was a problem that I constantly had to deal with. So I bought 
a large ten-gallon soup kettle at the mall and began boiling the heads in 
a solution of hot water and cleansing soaps. After being in the solution 
for about an hour, the hair and flesh would just boil right off and leave 
the skull. I kept the finished ones in my closet. Any clothing, jewelry, 
identification or other property of the guys I brought home, I would cut 
up and throw out.” A 

He continued on, that about a month after this incident he met a 
Black male while walking on Wisconsin Avenue. The two talked for a 
while and he asked him back to his apartment for sex and drinks. Of 
course, he used the sleeping pills to drug him, had sex with him and 
disposed of the body as before. I observed that Dahmer’s voice tone 
was beginning to change. It was becoming emotionless and monotone. 
The non-verbal cues were gone and his eyes still glazed slightly. I did 
not know it at the time but this was to become the norm whenever he 
bed his deeds. I finished writing his last statement and motioned 









r, I was having cocktails at a place called La Cage, 
ely straight neighborhood. I met a tall Black 
come home with me. I was out of Halcyon 
urs until the guy passed out. I just 


body into filets to throw out and place the dismembered skeleton into 
rubber trash container with the acid until it became sludgy, anq ive 
could flush it down the toilet. 
The confession was starting to come together. It was sketchy and 
sparse but I felt the judge would get the general idea. I leaned back in i 
seat as if to take a break and Dahmer did the same, taking a slow Pi 
off his cigarette. He held the nicotine-filled smoke in longer than ah 
as he studied my face. 

“You know Pat, this next guy I almost got caught with.” I Motioned 
for him to go on. “I met this really nice looking Asian guy one afternoon 
while I was at the mall downtown. I like going to the mall. There are 
always so many different types of people, all races and ethnic backgrounds, 

nd shape.” It was obvious that Dahmer liked variety and even 




















people. I wondered about him. One moment he seems 
kable person, and the next he is coldly reciting a litany of 
y pen and returned to my notes. 

ened at the cutlery shop in the mall,” he 
> he originally bought the knife. This 
chase razor sharp, so he would 

ening. 

this Asian male. He was really 
onversation with him. Well, I 


th me and let me take some 
hat 


DN 


at my place and indicated t 


» we 
ger and cooperative so 


e 
him the rum and cok 
kły. We continue 


heavily from the Halcyon. I was out of beer and decided to walk around 
the corner for another six-pack but after I got to the tavern, I started 
drinking and before I knew it, it was closing time. I grabbed my six- 
pack and began walking home. As I neared my apartment, I noted a lot 
of commotion, people milling about, police officers and a fire engine. I 
decided to see what was going on so I came closer. I was surprised to see 
they were all standing around the Asian guy from my apartment. He was 
standing there naked speaking in some kind of Asian dialect. At first I 
panicked, and kept walking, but I could see that he was so messed up 
on the Halcyon and booze that he didn’t know who or where he was. I 
don't really know why Pat, but I strode into the middle of everyone and 
announced he was my lover. I said that we lived together at the Oxford 
Arms and had been drinking heavily all day and added that this is not 
the first time he left the apartment naked while intoxicated. I explained 
that I had gone out to buy some more beer and showed them the six 
pack. I asked them to give him a break and let me take him back home. 
The firemen seemed to buy the story and drove off, but the police began 
to ask more questions and insisted that I take them to my apartment to 
discuss the matter further. I was nervous but felt confident, besides I had 
no other choice. One cop took him by the arm and he followed almost 
zombie-like. I led them to my apartment and once inside, I showed them 
the photos I had taken and his clothes neatly folded on the arm of my 
couch. The cops kept trying to question the guy but he was still talking 
gibberish and could not answer any of their questions, so I told them 
his name was Chuck Pons and gave them a phony date of birth. I 
then handed ed th em my identification and they wrote everything down in 
T med perturbed and talked about writing 
uct or something; One of them said 
trouble we had given them. As 
1 came over their e It 








artner inside. I was Telie 
and advised me to me my SA A a tremendous feeling 
Neh aati ate a iin After the officers left, I Bave th 
powerful, in contr Pe, and he soon passed out. I was a 

guy another I a yo gr Eai the cops, so I strangled hi 


Ved, 


ES 






















m and 


“Come on Jeff, are you telling me 
< to your apartment that night an 
I by my voice inflection that his ac 


these 
d left 


Count 


d. Why, is there a problem?” 
5 to my normal voice. 
er when or what time of ye 
e. “Well, let me think. I hav 


e been trying 
ccurred. I believe this happened 
tied him further but he felt sure 
attempted to identify each of 
emory for the times and dates of 


“But this jg 


ar this was» 


needed a break. I noted that we 
l te my desk and called a clerk at 
iny calls to the area of Twenty- 
> months of May and June of 
d announced that a squad was 
- ? =)” in the vicinity of 25th 
d that the disposition " 
s and phone number i e 

snments for that 43y 


ae had a problem that I could not 
fix. I needed to contact his partner and come down to the detective 





CHAPTER 4 


[returned to the interrogation room with a fresh pack of smokes and 
two more cups of coffee. Dahmer was anxiously waiting for me. 

“Is everything all right?” he said looking at me with concern. I handed 
him the pack of cigarettes and set the two coffees down. 

“Yeah. No problem. How about you? Do you need a break? Are you 

hungry?” He shook his head no and opened the smokes. I took up my 
pen again and he continued. He found out that in Chicago there was 
an area called Boys’ Town, with many nightclubs that catered to the 
homosexual population. On occasion, he would take the bus there Friday 
nights after work. It was about a month after the Asian guy incident and 

he was sitting at a bar called Carol’s in Chicago. He met a light-skinned 

Black male. During the conversation, he learned that he was Jewish and 

Puerto Rican. He was personable and very good-looking so Dahmer 

convinced him to take the bus back to Milwaukee. 

“We spent the whole weekend together, almost like a real relationship 
Pat. We made love and went to the mall, shopped for food to make 
dinner and everything. For a while, I thought that maybe this one would 
stay.” Dahmer lowered his head and he sighed as he continued. 


- “ 


A 


“But then Sunday night came, he said he had a job in 
would have to catch the bus in the morning. I knew ; te 





oul Ago q 
dn t tl Wi 
made him the Halcyon drink that night before we went to Phi: ast, ` 
passed out, I had oral and anal sex with him and killed him d Age, he 


Just }; 
others.” tke the 
Dahmer pulled a smoke from the open pack as I com | 
Pleted Writ; 
down his last statement. in 


“A week or so later, I met this guy while I was Waiting fo, the big 


Offered him a 
accepted a nd Ve 
ade the Hil 
him and dispos J 















Wisconsin Avenue, After striking up a conversation I 
bucks to come back to my place for sex and drinks. He 
ok the bus to my apartment. Once at my place I m 
‘ink for him and after he passed out, I made love to 
the body in the usual way.” 

s point, he became methodical in his descri 
almost monotonous. He quickly rattled off several 
in similar fashion, staring straight ahead as he spoke, 
out interruption, hoping that I could fill in the 
ondering about the head in the refrigerator. By 
ourteen homicides and still no mention oft 
nind of the head, staring back at me, 
rrupted my thoughts, as if he knew 


Iptions and 





guy in the refrigerator?” There 
kec at me with a slight smile. 
: forgot about him.” I replied, 


| fresh: 
he looked so 
s ay E 


mei 


was smooth skinned and muscular, and more than willing to come home 
with me for cocktails and sex. I took my time with this one. Just looking 
at him gave me great pleasure. I hated to kill him and tried to keep as 
much of him as possible.” He seemed genuinely depressed as he talked 
about this, slouching in his seat. “I even kept his I.D., you'll find it in my 


bedroom drawer.” 

He sat and smoked deliberately, as if he was finished with his recital. 
I directed him to the night’s activities. “Tell me about tonight Jeff. What 
happened?” He sat up again and appeared eager to tell me. 

“Well Pat, it’s weird, I was out of Halcyon but I still wanted to be 
with someone warm and alive. I went to the mall downtown and started 
drinking at a pub on the third floor. I met the guy there; we had a few 
beers together and talked. I figured that he was a willing prospect, so I 
offered him fifty bucks to come back to my apartment and let me take 
some pictures of him in the nude. He agreed. I figured I'd ply him with 
booze until he passed out and then I would kill him, but this guy could 
really drink. I was getting drunk and knew that if I wanted him I would 
have to try something else. I asked him to let me take some bondage 
pictures of him, thinking that if I could handcuff him behind his back 
he would be mine. Then I could knock him out by hitting him over the 
head or something. I don’t know, I was drunk and not thinking straight. 

Anyway I got one cuff on him but he wouldn't let me cuff his other 

d tried to force his other arm behind his back and into 

k to struggle, nothing big, just some wrestling 
en though he was a little guy, I couldn’t get the 
e knife to stab him but he got loose and ran 
to chase him. What else could I do? I don’t 
ed next, I think I passed out for a while 
I two big policemen and they 
d see the little Black guy was 
) 1g that he didn’t want 















ed the cuffs off. I fumbled around but coy 


secute—he just me tes 
key. The cops were getting impatient waiting at the 


d began to look around. I think one of them foun 


ldr} l 
door 


dm 
mething to his partner. The fat cop walkeg Over t 


to pro 
find the damn 
so they entered an 


ids and said so 
pe ‘erator and started to open it and I knew this was it, so Į triedy 
e refrige 


stop him. Tm not sure what happened next, I just know that I Bot the shit 
beat out of me. I tried to fight back but it didn’t seem to faze them, ang 
now here I am with you Pat.” 
Dahmer settled back in his chair and took a long satisfying drag. We 
\ had been at it for a little over five hours by now and the cigarettes and 
fee had given me a queasy feeling in my stomach. I re-shuffled the five 
n and placed it in front of him. 










look at it Jeff, if you agree with it, sign your name.” 
) the last page and quickly signed without looking at it. | 
time and read it over completely but he responded, 


J` ° . “Pat 
I opened it toa police aide. E 
excused myself and stepped W 
man with a worried look 02 


4 (A 
A veringt 
zations had been c° ie 





asked if he punched in. He shook his head yes and asked what I needed 


I told him the story about the naked Asian male on 25th and State. His 
eyes grew wide and I could tell he recalled the incident. 

“He says he killed the guy after you left.” My comment stunned the 
officer and the color faded from his face. I assured him that he was not 
in any trouble as far as I was concerned, but I would need him and his 
partner to file detailed supplemental accounts of everything they did and 
said that evening. I advised him to say nothing to anyone not involved in 


the incident. He acknowledged that and I returned to the interrogation 
room to find Dahmer smoking leisurely. I advised Jeff that I needed to 
give his statement to the Lieutenant and that I would return. 

a I aston ig detective eae a host of my brother and sister 





"a was jumping with personnel from all three shifts 









ding me with questions. Some patted me on the back; 

that I was lucky to get the assignment. I walked to 

m, a little surprised at all the attention. 

as a lot of jocularity. Some of my colleagues 
let the guy “suck my cock” in order to establish 





sed that they would switch interrogators, 4 
> n u 
n 
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was a little surpri 
uU ual 


move, but ] was bushed. 
an baeit I’ve been talking to this goof for the ] 
ast $ 


» Į shared the confession with Murphy and mentioned 
ttes. “A real nicotine freak,” I said. A knock Dahme, 
at the d 


hours. Sven 
affinity for cigare 
‘ a uniformed officer. 
Dahmer guy is pounding on the interrogation 

Or 


g for you.” Vahl looked at Murphy, 
.” As Murphy left, I walked to the window over | k 
00 ing 


Oor 


e Py, 











couldn't believe my eyes. There must have been ff 
n Titeen 


| answered í 
my thoughts, “they've been comine i 
> case broke.” a 


ahl sheepishly advised him ofthe 


> R.. p 
don’t switch interrogat? 





others had joined in the discussion. Again, the door opened and Captain 
Don Domagalski walked in followed by the two bickering lieutenants, 
Domagalski was a crusty old copper with a face red from hard drinking, 
smoking and homicide investigations. 

“Good job kid!” he said with a graveled voice as he sat in the plush 
leather chair behind his desk. Before Harrell could lodge another 
complaint, Murphy walked in. 

“What’s up Murphy?” Domagalski queried. 

“The guy won't talk; he won't even look at me.” Harrell, feeling 
vindicated glared at his counterpart. Domagalski wearily rubbed his face 
with both hands before speaking. 

“Pat, get back in there. I don’t know what's going to happen, but 
youre going to need help on this. See if you can get him to cooperate 
with both of you.” 

I walked back to the interrogation room and found Dahmer pacing back 
and forth. 

“Hey Jeff, they said you wanted to talk to me about something?” 

Dahmer stared at me. “Who was that guy? You said that you would 
stick with me! What’s going on?” There was an uneasy feeling in the 


room that had not been there since the early hours of the morning, I sat 
down and explained that the case was too big for me to handle alone. 
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“How did you do kid?” he asked. 

“Okay. He’s telling us about two more homicides. Can you believe it? 

He says he forgot! Hey, what did you find?” 

Harrell shook his head and sighed. “You wouldn’t believe it kid, a 
fucking nut house, a chamber of horrors this guy was running. What 
kind of freak do we have in there?” 

I was deliberate in describing the suspect and secretly glad that I 
was not part of the search team going through the apartment, knowing 
that the gruesome findings would have colored my attitude and the way 
I would have interrogated him. Although the human genome had been 
broken down, DNA was still in its early stages and not yet routinely 
used for identification purposes in law enforcement. We would need 
Dahmer’s complete cooperation and a little luck if we were to have any 

chance of identifying his victims. The bond built between us during the 
initial interrogation would continue to grow in the coming weeks and 
was invaluable in keeping him on task. 

Harrell continued. “We found a bunch of heads and skulls but three 
of them look as if they have been altered in some way. Ask that crazy 
fuck about the skulls, are they real or what?” I returned to find Dahmer 

and Murphy sitting in strained silence. 
the guys are going through your apartment and they are 










the affirmative. 
three skulls that look different from the rest.” 


shades available so I thought I woulq try 


alo. jijthose when living at my Grandma's because I fea, 
| e Jdi 


. th 
ont. aly stumble on them while I was out of the ho, 
she might acciden ent I had a security system so I no lon 
After got my own apa Ser had 


| ore. 
t oe i noted a slight change in his demeanor, He 
A - into the deliberate, almost robot-like tone T had 
ered earlier in the interrogation. This would become the norm fo, 
of our time together whenever he explained his Murderoyg 
s only in between questioning, when we were relaxed 
sed, that his emotions and gestures would return. Murphy 
not looking up or asking any questions. He seemed 
mer was not comfortable with him yet and savvy 
asked about the apartment and stated that I was 

eaning agents. 


were the only 
was 


Those 























dies with me for as long as I could after 
» they would start to rot, depending 
mers were really the worst because 
n you fillet the flesh from the body, 
lt the neighbors complained 
s around. I even kept a fan 
nting it out the bedroom 


: e 
ing that cutting YP f 
down to a science 


He continued on, that he purchased a ten gallon soup kettle that 


ould easily hold a 


R f S oilex and water 
leavin 


human skull. He would boil the head in a solution 
for about an hour. This would effectively boil off the 


g slurry in the kettle that could be flushed down the 


flesh and hair, 
toilet. After that, he would use a large serving spoon to dig out the brain 


matter, which became a mushy substance during the boiling process. He 
jained that if you severed the head correctly at the base of the neck; 


you could easily fit a serving spoon in the inner cavity, 
a cantaloupe. Then he would place the skull in another solution of Soilex 
finishing it off in the oven on a low heat for 


and boil it an hour or so, 

about twenty minutes, leaving it bone dry. He described the process 

- almost mechanically, studying our faces as he spoke. He seemed to be 
or horror from us but he found none. He 


looking for some sign of disdain 
also used the kettle to boil flesh and sinew from other body parts that he 


had decided to keep with him. 
“Pat, remember the one I had to kill with the knife? Well, I decided to 


keep all of him. J filleted his flesh, muscles and tendons and then boiled 
his whole skeleton.” He almost seemed proud of his accomplishment. 
) y did you fit that big guy into a ten-gallon kettle?” I asked in 


like cleaning out 


“But how 








ed at me detecting the air of incredulousness, but simply 
t hard, if you know what youre doing. If you cut the 


e floor of my apartment, I would relive 
would fantasize the whole scenario 


















me me and soon | would be out looking to kill adad 


consu 
at back in his chair. I checked my watch 


Dahmer s 
and I had been workin 
three of us sat in silence a 


and clearing his throat, spoke fo 
“Are there any more incidents that you want t 
y y o tell us about» D ô 


shook his head no. At this point, I recalled the still unsolyeq t p 
the Oxford Arms. OMicide a 
“What about the Black male that was killed on the third a 
building?” Dahmer appeared to perk up a bit at this question POF of yo 
“You know, Pat, that’s really weird. I remember that de i. } 
ut a month ago. I answered a knock at my door and A 


i , it Was tig 

g on this for fourteen hours and was a tg 

s Murphy finished writing the m 
§ Staten } =j 


Me b 
‘AIP, 
“tlt 





r the first time. 


was abo 


asking me questions about some guy on the third floor. The na 
not familiar and to tell you the truth, I wasn't involved wit 
the building. I tried to be pleasant and polite but I never tri 
anyone where I lived, too risky. I was always very careful wh 
someone up.” 

Again, Murphy asked if he had told us every } 
exasperated by the question and looked at me p ; 


“No. No way brother, you get the special treatment now, Jeff” I said 
as I stood up. “I told you I would take care of you pal, it’s not over yet. 
Remember, we've got work to do. We're all in this together Jeff: you, 
me and Dennis.” Murphy nodded in agreement, as we led him to the 
prisoner elevator and up to the fifth floor jail. 

After talking with the sergeant in charge, we placed him in an 
isolation unit located in the back of the cellblock. A young police officer 
was assigned to sit outside his cell. Dahmer said that it wasn’t necessary, 
because he no longer wanted to kill himself. I reassured him that this was 
just procedure. That this was not just to keep him from harming himself, 
but also to keep other prisoners and police officers away from him. 

Pointing to the rookie cop, I said, “This guy won't bother you Jeff, 
I'm going home for a few hours sleep, I suggest that you do the same.” I 
noted a forlorn look on his face as the cell door slammed. He gestured a 
sad good-bye as Murphy and I walked back to the elevator. 

As soon as the elevator door closed, Murphy slapped me on the back 
and said, “Good job, Pat, that fucking freak loves you. Did you let him 
suck your cock or what?” I looked at Murphy who was grinning from 
ear to ear. “You'll be famous for this kid; this is the biggest thing to hit 
Milwaukee ever!” 

We walked to my desk in the back of the detective assembly and as 
we sat down, a throng of older day-shift dicks surrounded us. An ancient 
burglary detective, about forty pounds overweight, wearing an outdated 
plaid suit jacket and smoking a pipe quipped, “Well, kid, you went from 
a “zero to a hero” in just one night. Yesterday you were nobody and today 
you're top dog.” 

I was exhausted and felt a bit overwhelmed with all of the attention. 
All I could do was sit and smile. This was unusual, for I always had a 
quick comeback or smart-ass reply to the playful ribbing that occurred 
constantly in the detective bureau. Besides, I was done in; I just wanted 


to call in my reports and go home. It had been an exciting but draining 
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kidding cap’, that fucker loves Pat, you should see t i 
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ol slouched in my seat trying to ae: -D 
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two, the press is all over this story. I don’t want you talking to anyone. 
From now on, Kennedy, you're working days. You will call in all your 
reports from this office. I have already assigned steno girls to the case; as 
soon as they are typed, you review and bring them to me. No copies until 
I have everything. Do you understand?” Murphy and I both nodded our 
heads in the affirmative as the captain walked out and closed the door. 

“Well, kid, welcome to the day shift. You finally made the big time.” I 
smiled as I picked up the phone to dictate my report, wondering if this 
was really such a good thing after all. “Hello, this is Gloria,” the voice at 
the other end of the line answered. “I guess we will be working together 
awhile,” she said. “I guess so.,” as I yawned in response. 

I began to dictate my report from the mass of notes I had taken, 
reading verbatim from the original confession. When I was done, I 
walked to Domagalski office with the finished reports. 

“Alright Pat,” the captain said. “Go home and get some rest, Pll 
see you in the morning. You’ve got your work cut out for you.” I took 
the elevator to the ground floor and out into the blazing afternoon sun. 
Personnel from every radio and TV station in the city and half the 
state were outside the police administration building. I was stunned as 
a reporter approached me and called me by name, asking if there was 
anything, I could tell her about the case. I had watched this petite little 
blond on the tube many times, while dressing for work at night. “No 
comment,” I said wading past TV cameras, technicians and reporters as 
I made my way to the parking lot. I smiled to myself, thinking how easily 
the phrase had come out of my mouth. Like a detective in one of those 
classic murder mysteries, I enjoyed watching so much late at night. I had 
worked up a sweat just walking to my car and the air conditioning felt 


good as I took my time driving home. 
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CHAPTER 5 


Walking in the front door, I noticed my wife sitting on the couch. She 
was wide-awake; her eyes were bugging out and she had a worried look on 
her face. 

“J just saw you on TV! Please tell me you're not involved in this thing?” 
The television was on and panning the front of Dahmer’s apartment 
building. Some talking head was questioning a neighbor, asking if there 
was anything he could tell them about the man who lived next door. 
“This is unbelievable,” I said as walked down the hallway. I put away my 
revolver and cuffs and hung up my suit. Standing in the bedroom in my 
underwear and socks I answered. 

“Involved? Are you kidding? I was there right from the beginning. I 
was there for the arrest. I mean I am the man. I’ve been with that nut all 
night; hell, I took his confession. And that’s not all; I've been assigned to 
the day-shift until this whole thing is over, I can hardly believe it myself.” 
I looked at her as she put her head in her hands and sighed. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. She had a panicked look now. 

“That’s all that’s been on TV! Is it true what they are saying about this 
monster? That they found severed heads in his refrigerator, and that he 
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“Several?” I said, showing the excitement in 
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Before going up to bed, I motioned for her to join me. “No, no way? á 


said. “This whole thing has got me too upset.” I climbed in the rack sé 
quickly fell off to sleep. 

The next morning I was up early and had a good breakfast of bacon, 
eggs, toast and coffee. I felt great about my new day shift assignment and 
was eager to get to work and see what the day would hold. For the first time 
in my career, I encountered rush hour traffic. The freeway was virtually 
empty on my way to work during the third shift. I smiled thinking that 
I was just another working stiff on my way downtown. I parked my car 
and made my way to the police administration building. By now, news 

organizations from all over the country had set up shop right across the 
street. It was as if a small network city had sprung up overnight. Stepping 
off the elevator on the fourth floor where the detective assembly is located 
a hoard of reporters rushed me. “Detective Kennedy, we understand that 
the suspect has been asking for you all night. Is there anything that yo" 
can tell us about his character or the crimes he’s involved in?” The sam! 


p tion. 
little blond that had questioned me the day before shouted the ques 


«You know that I can’t say anything,” I quipped as I entered the 
recive assembly and quickly closed the door behind me. 

Į saw Captain Domagalski and Murphy sitting in the inspector’s 
office having coffee and waving me to enter. 

Yes, sit, what's up?” I asked. “Your friend has been asking for you 
since five o'clock this morning. I sent Murphy up to talk to him, but he 
cays he wants to talk to you. I hope you haven’t been talking to any of 
those reporters?” 

“No, sir, 1 know better than that,” I answered. 

The captain shook his head saying, “Well, somebody has. They know 
too much already. We have a leak up here. But don’t you worry about 
that. Just don't talk to anyone about this case but me and I’ll take care 
of the rest. Now go and get him down here, we have a lot of work to do.” 
Murphy and I took the prisoner elevator to the jail and walked back to 
the seclusion area. The young, fresh faced officer that was sitting outside 
Dahmer’ cell got up immediately upon seeing us and took me to the side. 

“He’sbeenasking foryouall night, Pat.” Inodded myacknowledgement 
and strolled over to Dahmer’s cell. 

“Good morning, Jeff, how did you sleep last night?” 

“Okay, I guess,” He seemed relieved to see me. 

‘I told you that I would be back,” I replied as I led him down the 
corridor. Murphy followed behind and we took the quick elevator ride 
down to the interrogation room. 

Directing Dahmer to a seat I asked, “How about a fresh cup of 
coffee and a doughnut?” But before he could answer, Murphy threw an 
unopened pack of Camel straights on the table and encouraged Dahmer 
to help himself. He picked up the smokes quickly and opened them, 
explaining that he was having a nicotine fit and that the coffee and 
doughnut sounded good. We left him sitting at the interrogation table 
enjoying the smoke as we walked to the coffee bar. 

“Pat, I've been talking to the captain and he would like us to try 


identify each and every one of the victims. Your Partner Mi 
and sp nd all kinds of bizarre shit and they want us to find oy 
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date, along with a location of where he met his victims, then Or wW 
departmental missing reports and try to match family photos with x 
Polaroids. The captain is setting up a task force to do the legwork. Ally, 
have to do is get the information out of him and it looks like he wa nts ty 
play ball.” 

Murphy grabbed a handful of doughnuts and I Picked UP several 
cups of fresh coffee. Returning to the interrogation room, we Observed 
that day, | 
, sipping it 
carefully. Murphy put the doughnuts on a napkin and before either of us 
could sit down, Dahmer was biting into a large jelly filled pastry. 

“Hungry?” I said with a smile. He nodded in the affirmative and 
continued eating. I decided to start. “Well, Jeff, remember how we talked 
about making amends? Here is what we have in mind. We thought that if 
we could go back to the beginning, starting in Bath, Ohio, we could try 
to tell your story in a logical way, to make some sense of what happened 
to you.’ Dahmer finished his coffee and I pushed my untouched cup 
in front of him, urging him to take it before I continued. “It will be 
time consuming but if you can remember the approximate day or time of 
year that you met each of your victims, along with an accurate physical 
description; we can try to match them 
Picked up the fresh cup of coffee and sip 


Dahmer finishing the first of what would be Many cigarettes 
set a cup of coffee in front of him and he quickly picked it up 


with existing police files.” He 
ped it as he thought. 
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I do & ke» Pat, it all happened over a thirteen year period, bu 
"edge V that the first one happened in October of 1978.” 





«pow do you know that for sure?” Murphy piped UP, speaking for the 
t time that day, then asking. “You always remember your first one>” 


firs n the cup of coffee and stared directly at him. 


Dahmer set dow i 

A stony silence settled over the room until I broke the uneasy quiet, 

«Well good Jeff, then let’s get started, but let’s do it right, I don’t want 

y to be uneasy oF hold anything back. What do you think?” I reached 
over and placed my hand on his arm as I spoke. 

He looked at me sincerely: “Pat, I’ve been thinking a lot about what 

ou said last night, and youre right. I’m not going anywhere, and I really 
don't want to kill myself anymore. I feel like I should be killed for what 
Į did, but I don’t want to do it. It's apparent to me that I’m going to have 
to learn to live with myself in prison. What you said about admitting 
my crimes and making amends makes sense. I know that whatever I 
do, I can’t bring those men back, but if I identify each one, at least their 
families will know what happened to them and they can put them to rest. 
Like you said Pat, that’s the least I can do; maybe it’s the only thing I can 
do.” Murphy placed a pack of blank supplementary report forms on the 
table. He mentioned that we should probably start with Dahmer’s home 
life and we both pulled out our pens. Dahmer took another cigarette 
from the pack and began. 

“I remember my early childhood as being one of extreme tension. I 
never really felt at ease or comfortable. It wasn’t that my mom and dad 
didn't love me, I knew that they did, they told me so. They took care of 
the house and showed me love, but it was never peaceful. I could feel it. 
My mom and dad were always at each other’s throats. They fought all 
the time, not physical fighting, although there was some pushing and 
shoving that went on. It was mostly a lot of arguing and screaming.” He 
was talking as if he were in a therapy session and I wanted to direct him 
to his first homicide, but I noticed that Murphy was recording his every 
word so I didn’t interrupt. 

“My mother did a lot of the screaming and I would go to my room 


gghting but I could still ms it. I Beober tryin, i 
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my a my mother suffered a severe case of post partum depression K. 

z to be hospitalized. J didn’t know what that was at the time, but ld 
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remember feeling responsible for it, like I had done something to Cause 

her illness,” he said pausing to take a sip of coffee. 


iods. 


“My senior year in high school, mom and dad went through a divorce, 
After I graduated, my mother took my brother and moved to Wisconsin, 
We had relatives there. My dad was always busy at work and I was left 
alone most of the time. I had the house all to myself. I never really had 
any close friends in school; I was kind of a loner and pretty shy around 
people. My parents were not big drinkers but they kept a fully stocked 
bar in the home. I was lonely and started to drink. It made me fee] better; 
I could talk to people and fit in, but I wasn’t that good at it and would 
usually end up drunk and alone in my house. I’m sure it was at this time 
that I began to develop feelings of not wanting to be alone, especially at 
night. It seemed as if everybody was leaving me. My father had started a 
new relationship with my current stepmother and was spending a lot of 
time at her house. He said that I was old enough to take care of myself, 
so I ended up alone. I hated it. I didn’t like sleeping alone in that big 
house, it made me angry. I started to have fleeting fantasies of killing 
someone. I don’t know where they came from but they did. They wer 

always intertwined, sex and killing. I tried to get them out of my mind, 
but the sexual fantasy was powerful and I would masturbate for hours 
thinking about it, The fantasy was always the same. I would meet 4 goot 
looking man, bring him home, have sex with him and then kill him 


In my fantasy, Į always strangled them as they slept. I don’t know why. 
but it seemed the most humane way. I knew from my earliest sexual 
awakenings that I was gay. 


questioned why. I just acce 
Į was raised Lutheran and I knew the faith frowned on De aiil, 


at openly gay people could have a tough time of it, so I 
little secret. This wasn’t hard, as I kept most 
why, but my fantasies always included 


y lovers. I would slice their torso from 


I was always attracted to men and never really 


pted the fact that I liked men and not women. 


Į] could see th 
decided to keep this my 
thoughts to myself. I don't know 
cutting into the dead bodies of m 
out their inner viscera, laying it on their chest. 


chin to crotch and pull 
ld excite me tremendously and 


The thought of the warm inner cavity wou 


id masturbate thinking about it. The orgasm was always 
s an extension of something 


J wou pleasurable 
and intense. I’m not sure but I think this wa 


d. When I was lonely or when my mom and 
dad were fighting, I would walk the country roads by my house in Bath. 


Į noticed that occasionally there were dead animals, hit by cars along 


they looked like on the inside. At 


I got involved in as a ki 


the roadside. I was interested in what 
first, | would bring them home and cut them up, examining their insides, 
telling anyone. But the more interested I became, the less pleasure 


not 
r workings of these creatures 


I got from just cutting into them. The inne 


fascinated me and I wanted to preserve their bones. I remember that I 


talked to dad about my interest. I told him that I would like to preserve 


the bones in some way for future study. Dad was a chemist and knew all 


about chemicals that could clean off the dead skin. I wanted to sterilize 
the bones so they could be handled safely. I actually think he was proud 
of my interest. He helped me by providing various solutions and even 
helped me build a little cemetery along the side of our garage to bury my 
experiments after I was finished studying them. This phase of finding 
dead animals along the road lasted until I was about fourteen. I actually 
had the complete set of bones from a large dog I found dead along the 

side of the road. It was a Beagle and I severed all the flesh from its body, 
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and examining the insides.” 
Dahmer looked at his coffee cup and noted it was empty. 


«J could use some more coffee,” I said, getting up and reaching fi 
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coffee cup. 
“How about you, 
room to retrieve som 
eagerly grabbed his coffee and continued. 
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stay 


the house. He took a room at a motel just outside of town. Th 
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Murphy?” He nodded yes and I quickly left th 
the 


e more coffee and smoke 
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mer 
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own 
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thin build, with straight brown collar length hair. I think he was my age 
J told him that Į was living alone at my folk’s place and asked if he ald 


jike to come over an 
Dahmer retold the story of his first kill. I checked my notes from the 
night before. The story was the same only this time he added that before 
d the skeletal remains, he used a kitchen knife to cut the 


d have a few drinks. To my amazement, he said yes” 


he pulverize 
flesh from the body, placing it in plastic garbage bags. That night he 
loaded the bags into the car and made for the county dump, thinking 
this would be a good time to dispose of the body. 


«j drove along a back road but was pulled over by a Bath, police officer. 
Į] was terrified and afraid that this was the end. The officer approached 
the car and shined his flashlight into the interior lighting up the whole 


puto. He spied the large garbage bags in the back seat and inquired as 


hey were. I told him it was garbage and I had forgotten to take 


to what t 
it, because he wrote me a citation 


it to the dump. He seemed to buy 


for crossing the yellow line, and sent me on my way. That was my first 


encounter with the authorities, it was nerve wracking, but when it was 
over, I felt a rush. I had fooled him.” 


Dahmer stopped at this point and 
membering how it all began. “You know, Pat, it was 


finished his coffee. He sat there 


staring off as if re 
weird. Living in that house by myself and knowing that a young man’s 


body was lying out there in my woods. Nobody asked about him. I 
checked the news stations, nothing. My dad would come over to check 
on me and make sure that I had enough to eat, but never went looking 
around outside. I was alone most of the time with my thoughts.” 
Murphy continued to write as he went on about not wanting to be 
alone at night and not being able to sleep. I watched him as he spoke, 
trying to get a handle on his character. His eyes were red and drawn and 
his manner and voice were calm. I wondered what was really going on 
behind those blue eyes of his. 


He interrupted my thoughts. “Pat, this is when I really started 





inking about that guy out there in 


yldn't sleep, fijan the afternoon and by Mightting 


jA drinking? i. 
[would pass ar hen we discussed th 

veld OO ofthe night before when we a 
peremindod at havoc in both our lives. It had been quit 
“and how it wroug fy into my past drinking episodes, I 2 


of dri d that deep 
a while since in an effort to build rapport but our “xaming 


related my tale to vith hi grvesome narrative left me with an Uneasy 
of the subject ‘a say daye-o0 the job. Many a morning | came 
feeling | a a the night's activities. I would pour myself a Blass 
to a uA on the rocks and sit in front of the TV sipping it unti 
Cua droopy and I could fall asleep. 

ar a knock at the door and a young police aide stuck his head 
inside stating that there was someone who wanted to talk with me, | 


tion 


l 


followed the aide into the outer hallway. There was an attractive young 
woman with collar length blond hair, wearing a light blue business suit. 
She introduced herself to me. 

“Hello, Detective Kennedy, my name is Wendy Patrykus. I am a 
lawyer out of Gerald Boyle’s office and I’m here to represent Mr. Dahmer” 

I took her extended hand and shook it. 

“Tm pleased to meet you counsel but Mr. Dahmer has not requested 
an attorney at this time.” 

She stepped back and looked at me strangely. “Well, I was told by 
Mr. Boyle to come over here and talk with his client.” She stood straight 
and tried to exhibit her best professional posture, hoping that I would 
admit her into the detective assembly. I again politely told her that Mr. 
Dahmer had not requested an attorney and she would not be allowed 
to talk with him, She bave me a perturbed look and asked for the name 


ofny commanding officer. I gave her Captain Domagalski’s name and 
disappeared behind the door. 


walked back into the interrogation room to find Murphy jid 








Dahmer sharing a laugh. Obviously, he had broken the ice with Jeff and 
the two were getting along well. I sat down as he mentioned that his first 
victim was wearing a braces retainer on a chain around his neck. That 
he had worn the chain for a few days but thought better of it. He threw 
n a shallow river near his house. We continued to take as much 


mi 
—_ as possible which we would then convey to the Bath, Ohio 
Police Department. They would check against their missing files from 
that time and with any luck, send photographs of anyone matching that 
description. Another knock on the door interrupted us. This time, Lt. 
Raymond Sucik, a ranking day-shift homicide supervisor entered and 
ordered both Murphy and I to follow him. I stepped out of the room 
and around the hall to see the Chief, Philip Arreola standing with the 
inspector of the Criminal Investigation Bureau, Vince Partipillo and 
Captain Domagalski. They were all huddled around a middle-aged, gray 
haired, portly man dressed in a light blue seersucker suit. They were 
talking as if they all knew each other. The man in the blue suit extended 
his hand and introduced himself. 

“How do you do Detective Kennedy, my name is Gerald Boyle. I am 
Jeffrey Dahmer’s attorney, hired by his father Lionel Dahmer. I would 
very much like to speak with him.” 

I shook his hand and acknowledged the chief’s presence. I then 
boldly stated that Mr. Dahmer had not requested an attorney and that 
we were not finished interrogating him. I continued that I was under the 
assumption that unless a defendant requested a lawyer, one would not be 
permitted, until the police had finished their investigation. I noted some 
raised eyebrows from the chief but felt I was correct in this assumption. 
Mr. Boyle’s face turned beet red and it appeared as if he was going to 

explode. “Now see here rookie, maybe you don’t know who I am but if 
you want to jeopardize this case, just keep talking that rot, I am duly 
appointed and I demand to see my client.” 

I looked to the captain for support. Domagalski smiled. “He's right 


guy has not asked for counsel.” 


; Gerry, the i 
ie t. fie oA around and faced the inspector. “Vince, y. 


; is go. Is this the way you’ . e; 
this? I'm not going to let yi 4 d it a Bong to Play; ; 
The chief finally spoke up. Now settle down here a minute — a 


about this. You two are excused,” he said to Murphy and Ths he 3 
the attorney and company to a room further down the halhy 
walked back to the interrogation room to find Dahmer kes 
his chair and enjoying a smoke. 

“What's going on? What's all the yelling about?” he asked. Murph 
explained that an attorney named Gerald Boyle was out A i 


ay, 


e 
back in 


wanting to speak with him. 

“He said that your father appointed him.” Dahmer nodded his head 

inacknowledgement, stating that Boyle was the same lawyer hired by his 
father to represent him in his last arrest with the Asian boy. He said i 
was all right and that he would talk with the lawyer. 
Murphy quickly sat down next to him and said, “Hold on a minute, Jeff 
I thought you said that you were going to help us to identify each and 
every one of your victims?” Dahmer looked at me. “That’s tight. Pat, you 
said that was the only way I could possibly make amends for my actions. 
I want to help in any way I can.” 

Murphy continued, “Good, that’s what I wanted to hear Jeff, but you 
see, if we let this guy in here he’s going to tell you to clam up. You have 
to understand that it’s his job to defend you; he won’t want you talking to 
us anymore. They'll haul you off to county jail and that will be the end of 
our little talks. You'll rot in a cell until your trial. 

Dahmer's eyes got wide and he cried, “But I want to talk with you 
Buys. I need to identify those men. I believe what Pat said about being 
ae and trying to make some kind of amends. What ca” 






je. 5 ‘ 
At this point, I pulled out my memo book from my back es 
e day's date and handed it to Dahmer. “Look, Jeff: ” 


don’t you just write in this book that you want to continue talking with 
Murphy and I, and when we're finished then you can talk with your 
lawyer. That way we can finish identifying all of the victims and clear 
this whole mess up.” 

This lightened the mood and he took my memo book, writing in it 
that he wished to talk with Murphy and myself. He would contact Mr. 
Boyle afterward. He then signed and dated under his statement. I left the 
room and returned to the meeting room where the chief and company 
were still discussing the matter. I handed my open memo book to Mr. 
Boyle. After reading it, he looked at me with disdain and showed it to 
the inspector. “Is this the way it’s going to be?” 

The inspector shook his head no and stated, “Detective Kennedy, we 
have decided to allow counsel to speak with his client. Since he is already 
here and hired by the defendant’s father I feel he should be allowed 
in.” Mr. Boyle brushed by me and headed to the interrogation room. It 
appeared as if he knew where he was going and had been there before. 
He asked Murphy to step out and closed the door behind him. Murphy 
and I stood together as the commanding officers huddled about talking. 
Murphy confided in me that Gerald Boyle was a powerful defense 
attorney that had once run for district attorney. He went on to say that 
he had also been a close ally of the police in the past and was called upon 
by many an officer that found themselves in need of legal aid. 

“I just hope we convinced Jeff to stay with us,” he whispered. A 
moment or two passed and Boyle reappeared from the interrogation 
toom looking stressed and disgusted. He had in his hand a waiver form 
that he had advised his client not to talk with us; however, Dahmer told 
Boyle of his intentions to finish the task of identifying all the victims. Jeff 
signed the release, despite Boyle’s advice not to. 

Boyle looked directly at Murphy and I. “Okay, look you guys, he 
wants to cooperate but I want one of my associates in the room with 


you while it’s being done. I’m sending over an associate to sit in on your 


sessions“ me on the back. “We did it.” he said, and \, Ce, 
Murphy slapped > both 


pack to the interrogation room 


ow Sa a interrogation room door and found Dahmer smoki, 
ET 8 
a a going on?” he asked. 
Hes all cool,” Murphy said smiling, sitting down next to py 
A onthe back. “Now we can take all the time Be | 
jdentify each and every victim.” Dahmer seemed a little taken aback i 
Murphy's outward display of male bravado and clearly was bothered P 
‘ba term “victim” wincing at the mention of the word. I asked D dha 
to the nature of his discussion with Mr. Boyle. 
what did you say?” I queried. 
. took another smoke from the pack, lit it and said, “] told 
ing that we talked about last night, Pat. I told him that | had 
about all my crimes. That I felt the only way I could prove to 






















quietly for a moment, Murphy was smiling largely and it 
f Dahmer was glad that we were pleased with the outcome 
We were interrupted by another knock at the door. It 
in. He stated that Ms. Patrykus was outside and 
with us as we continued the interview. I left the 


She stood up as I entered and extended her hand. 

Jetective?” Taking her hand, I asked her to call 
the reason for my previous curt behavior. She 
in a professional demeanor stated that Mr 
alll of our conversations with his client. I led 
sembly and back into the interrogation room: 





Opening the door, we found Murphy and Dahmer trying to pin 
down an exact date for the meeting of the first victim. Dahmer looked 
up and appeared startled by the sight of the female standing next to me. 

She entered the room and took Dahmer’s hand. 

“Hello, Jeff, I’m Wendy Patrykus, I work for Gerald Boyle and I'll 
be sitting in on your interviews with these two gentlemen.” She looked 
around the room for a place to sit and I quickly offered her my seat, 
leaving the room momentarily to retrieve another chair. We all sat down 


and Murphy explained that we were trying to come close as possible to 
the dates that Dahmer met his victims. If we could ascertain a relatively 
close date of encounter, we could then sift through missing reports filed 
by the families just before and after this date. Murphy figured that if we 
got a detailed description of each victim and matched them to the dates 
given, we could obtain photos of these men through police or family and 
show them to Dahmer for positive I.D. It was a brilliant idea. 

Dahmer continued to stare at Wendy and seemed unsure of the situation. 
She pulled out a note pad and pen and began writing in it, oblivious to 
the hesitation in his demeanor. Murphy nonchalantly continued, “Jeff, 
you were saying that you thought it was in the early fall of 1978 that you 
met the hitchhiker?” 

He was still staring at the newcomer, she never looked up from her 
pad, and after a moment of silence, he said, “I was really drunk last night. 
But now after thinking about it, I’m quite sure it happened in June, not 
too long before I was stopped by that cop for crossing the yellow line on 
my way to the dump.” A check with the Bath police revealed that he was 
issued a citation on 6/25/78. The Bath Police Department were helpful 
and stated that they would send photos of all missing persons matching 
Victim one’s description from that time. We were well on our way. 

By the time we completed, it was going on four o'clock. Counsel 
Patrykus announced that she would be returning to her office. Murphy 
stated that we too would be wrapping up for the day and that we would 


N 





«cell. I showed her to the elevator anq on 
i 6 


to hi ; 

e Dahmer ‘il ait at nine o'clock in the Morning. I À Ww 
we would be $ Ja Murphy good naturedly questioning Dan 
to the nem G ; out Ms. Patrykus. Mer 
s ; ; 

» Į interjected, curious at what Jeff’s reaction Might 


hook his head and looked down at the 4 to 


“She's a fox. 
ment. Dahmer $ 


Or, K$ 
but I'm not really attracted to women,” l 


He asked if 
we took him 


my com 

is pretty 

aa another cup EE tebe anddlsmoke before 
he co 


back to his cell, stating that he would like to sit and ta] 
Ps a bunch of writing and questions going on. I told him We woul 
be glad to and this became a pattern with us throughout the length i 

; 0 


k for a While 


the investigation. 

Murphy stepped out to get some more coffee and Dahmer lit i 
a smoke. I kicked back in my chair and extended my leg onto the on 
vacated by Ms. Patrykus. I studied Dahmer as he smoked. He sat rigidly 
in his chair. Back straight, knees and feet together, one arm at his side 
and the other slightly bent to hold a cigarette. He seemed relaxed but his 
body language betrayed him. He had been in police custody two days 
now and because our city jail was not equipped with shower facilities, 
he was beginning to smell a little ripe. We had taken every stitch of 
clothing he was wearing and the gray jumpsuit he wore was soiled and 
stained. His hair was greasy and stringy; a three-day beard was evident. 
The black rubber flip-flops we gave him were too small and his toes and 
heels hung over their sides. I mentioned his disheveled condition and he 
smiled slightly not looking in my direction. 

“You know, Jeff, tomorrow you will go for your preliminary hearing. 
After that we will turn you over to the County Sheriff's Department. 
They have all the comforts of home over there and you will be able to get 
showered and provided with a clean jumpsuit and socks to wear.” 

Sa ahmer looked at me directly and a wave of panic crossed his face. 
“What do you mean you will turn me over to the sheriff? I thought y?” 


~ 








said that you would be with me the whole time?” 

I took my foot off the chair and leaned forward as I answered, “Hold 
on, Jeff, I'm not going anywhere, but you can’t stay here. We don’t have 
the facilities to accommodate prisoners on a full-time basis. Hell, aren’t 
you getting sick of those bologna sandwiches they've been giving you?” 
Dahmer butted the cigarette with his hand and reached for another. 

“But how will we continue our task? And where?” He asked with 
a bit of anxiety in his voice. I explained that the Sheriffs Department 
was in the building directly west of us and a walkway on the fifth floor 
connected the two buildings. We would be able to walk back and forth 
from building to building without ever having to go outside. This seemed 
to appease him. He took a long drag off of his smoke and held it in for a 
moment before exhaling. 

“What about the court hearing?” he inquired. “Will it be open to the 
public?” I explained that the preliminary hearing would indeed be open 
to the public and that the press would probably make a big deal of it 
considering the nature of the case. He stood up and paced the room a bit. 

“Is there anyway that I could shower and change into some clean clothes 
before the hearing? I hate this dirty feeling.” 

Murphy returned and interrupted the conversation. He placed 
the coffee in front of Dahmer and stated, “Well, it looks like things 
are starting to come together. I just talked with a lieutenant from Bath, 
Ohio and he said that he’ll be here the day after tomorrow with some 
files and photos.” I told Dennis about Dahmer’s concerns regarding his 
court appearance and mentioned that my son Patrick, a sophomore in 
high school was about the same size. I wondered if we could give Jeff 
some clothes before the hearing. Murphy said that he didn’t see why 
not, but that we would talk with Mr. Boyle beforehand to see if it was 
all right. We all stood up and made our way to the prisoner elevator. On 
the way up to the jail, Murphy reminded Dahmer that he must request 
to speak with us every morning in order to be let out of his cell. “Just tell 





93 


the officer that you want to talk with us, like you did this Mornin, » 
We explained the Miranda warnings. If he called for us i 


be no question as to the voluntary nature of his information, A * 
seemed to understand and was more than willing to accommodate 
sheepishly waved goodbye as the cell door slammed. Murphy ang I w 
our way back down to the detective assembly. I c ; 


alled in my day’s reports 
to Gloria and waited for them to be typed. Af 


ter checking them fo 
accuracy, I handed them to the captain and stated that I was going hom 
for the day. i 


Mer 





: 


N 





CHAPTER 6 


Leaving the police administration building, I again encountered a 
cavalcade of reporters. Their numbers had swollen and I saw vans with 
satellite dishes representing news organizations from around the world. 
Iwas surrounded by reporters of every size and shape. Someone thrust a 
microphone in my face as I waded through the crowd. 

“Detective Kennedy, we understand that the suspect asks for you by 
name. What does he want to talk to you about? Is there anything that 
you can tell us?” I continued walking as I answered, “You'll have to talk 
with the chief about that. I have nothing to say.” I climbed into my car 
and drove off. 

By now, my three children ages 15, 11, and 8, were well aware of the 
media circus and quite excited about my role in the investigation. As I 
entered the house, they bombarded me with questions. My wife quickly 
intervened, shooing them away. She was concerned that the horrific story 
might disturb them and told me so. 

“I don’t think you should tell them anything. This can’t be healthy for 
“™ or you.” There was a cool distance in her voice and I decided not to 


“bue. The kids returned to their homework and television shows. 


I changed and then motioned for my Miest soñ Ee come wit Me 
to his bedroom. I explained Dahmer’s concerns r o ding the followin, 
day’s preliminary trial and asked if he had any clothing that he Would p, 
willing to part with. He went to his closet and pulled out a pair of black 

Levi jeans. He said they were a bit tight. Then he p me a blue and 
white stripped, short sleeve shirt, which I had bought him but had neva 
been worn. 

“I don't really like this style, Dad. Do you think these Will be al 
right?” They looked as if they would fit perfectly and I placed them in 
my police closet. Pat was excited about his contribution to the case and 
couldn't wait to tell his friends that Jeff Dahmer would be Wearing his 
clothes. No more questions regarding the case were allowed, and we ate 
dinner discussing the kids’ school and sports activities. Afterwards, | 
retreated to the basement television. I wanted to see what all those news 
outlets were saying about the investigation. 

My wife followed me downstairs with an unhappy look on her face. 

“Pat, I want to talk with you about how you're going to handle this” 

“What do you mean?” I said lowering the volume. 

“You are going to need some psychological help.” She was a big 


believer in therapy and had been seeing one ever since I quit drinking, 


This had caused stress in our relationship, especially when I was drying 


tehab to arrest my drinking but my 
e time away from the job would only 
nd I was determined to quit on ™Y 
T, also an alcoholic, introduced me to AA. They 


? in 
was always uncomfortable that I wasn't getti"® 





“Look Tm fine; 


d ee) irse 
an We can talk about it?” She shook her head and headed back upstaits 


would bring: 

Į woke up, shaved, showered and dressed in a hurry. It se l 
Į couldn't wait to get to work. Parking my car in the police 5 op 
again through the media encampment, reeling off the obligatory, « 
comment,” as I entered the detective assembly, 

A dayshift lieutenant saw me and shouted, “Your boy is calling 
you!” I let Murphy know I was going to get our new best friend. 
Į walked to his cell, “Good Morning Jeff, how do you feel?” He stood 
upand smiled, he seemed relieved to see me. As we walked towards the 
elevator he sheepishly asked if I could do something for him. 

“Sure, Jeff, anything you want. What is it?” 


gatory, “no 


for 


“Well, I don't want to get anyone in trouble, but do you think you 
could keep some of the other police officers away from me?” he asked 
while looking at the elevator floor. The door opened and we walked to 
the interrogation room. 

“What are you talking about? What police officer? Who’s bothering 
you?” Dahmer sat down just as Murphy entered the room with three 
cups of coffee and a fresh pack of Lucky Strikes. Dahmer nodded to him 
agood morning and stopped telling his story long enough to open up the 
pack and light up a smoke. 

“Wow, I never had a Lucky Strike before.” He inhaled with relish 
and Murphy smiled widely. 

“Go on Jeff” I said. 

“Well, there is this very young looking officer that is in the jail at 
night. He brings other officers to my cell to look at me and this momi 
b brought in a copy of the Milwaukee Sentinel with a big bit 
‘bout me and my crimes and asked me to autograph it for bor 

Murphy set down his coffee. “Did you sign it for oe pee 
Startled by Murphy’s abrupt action stammered, “Well yes, I did. ne 

Dennis motioned for me to come with him. ve ie pa . 
minik i ; levator to the jail and 

mute Jeff, just relax.” Together we rode the € 


ant’s office. “Who's been assigned to watch Da 
” a 
he still here? Murphy asked. The lo 


otorcycle cop with a face like leather. 


Me; 


strode into the serge 
Skip 


the last few nights? And is 


desk sergeant was an ex-m ae 
He fumbled through his roster and said, “Yeah, he’s still here a 
> y” 


“Get him,” Murphy ordered as I tried to explain the problem ‘Ang 
. E n 

let’s get that newspaper That’s the last thing we need leaked to the Sill 
8, 


Murphy sat down and shook his head with disbelief. 


we don’t want to get him busted. We just want him t 
0 


” The offending officer appeared at the door. When 


I continued, “Look 
leave Dahmer alone. 
he seemed to know what was coming. 


he saw us, 
the sergeant demanded. 


“Where's the paper?” 

An embarrassed smile came over his face as he answered, “It’s in my 
locker.” 

“Go getit!” thee 
with the signed ‘Jeffrey Dahmer’ copy. Murphy and I left as he tore into 
the red-faced rookie. We could hear the sergeant’s voice trailing off as 
d to the interrogation room to find 


x-biker snarled as the rookie fled and returned quickly 


we entered the elevator and returne 
Dahmer finishing his first cup of coffee and lighting another cigarette. 

I told them I was going for refills and walked from the room to the 
coffee bar. I observed Captain Domagalski waving to me, and I entered 
his office. 

Kennedy, how many copies of that original confession did 
he barked. 

Two copies sir, I gave you the original, I burned one COPY fo 


you make?” 


r the 


n and ph course made a copy for myself,” I replied. “why?” 
4 Ta i at the press have gotten a hold of a copy. Do you 
about it?” “No sir, you kn » Domaga’® 
nodded his head, you know me better than that. Domag 
“Go d, I , , a 
on, the i Dee: just checking. There is an internal investigatio” goint 
pauey’ it's somebody in the district attorney's office.” Other ha? 
that, how’s it going?” y 


know 






— got word ii someone from Bath, Ohio is coming 
Pe tomorrow and we Il turn him over to the sheriff after the 
with bar hearing this afternoon.” I fidgeted with my tie as he answered 
ee phone on the desk. 
the OG tet me know if you need anything.” He said swiveling away 
from me in his chair. ` 

grabbe d three more cups of coffee and returned to the room. 


Murphy was talking to Jeff about his tour of duty in the army. He related 
that he really didn’t want to join but his father talked him into it. He 
found that he actually enjoyed the routine and structure of boot camp 
and started to feel good about himself. There he trained as a medic 
and was so busy he had almost forgotten about the dead man’s bones 
scattered in his backyard back home. ‘The army sent him to a base in 
Germany, where he had a lot of free time on his hands. He spent it in the 
local Spies gardens getting drunk on beer. He mentioned that he never 
formed any relationships there, homosexual or otherwise, and satisfied 
his need for sexual intimacy by masturbating. He appeared genuinely 
disappointed that he was dismissed before finishing his tour of duty; 
however, thoughts of what happened in Ohio continued to haunt him 
and alcohol was the only way to dampen the memory. He was disciplined 
numerous times for being drunk on duty, and eventually given a general 
discharge. . 

I placed the coffee in front of my companions and took a seat. 
Dahmer continued. “A fter I was released from the army, I used the voucher 
they gave me and flew to Miami, Florida. I was tired of the cold winters I 
had been dealing with in Germany and decided to go someplace where it 
Was always warm? 

While there, he got a job in a submarine sandwich shop but he didn't 
pie enough money to live on. He drank continuously and for a time 
Was sleeping on the beach for lack of funds. He lived there about six 
Months and soon his lack of money had him calling his father for help. 





Dad would not send him any cash but suggested that he « 


. me 
and sent him a plane ticket. Returning to Bath, he Moved in bo 


(oe ° ey, 
arrested for disorderly conduct and resisting. His dad trieg to pet ( 3 
some help and introduced him to Alcoholics Anonymous, ee 


i it didn} 
take, The thought of his earlier deed would not go away and his drin 


‘ h kin 
caused conflict in the home. To appease his new wife, his father Sugg 


; ested 
that he move in with his paternal Grandma in West Allis, Wiscong; 


working class suburb of Milwaukee. His father felt it would Ee 
purposes—first, Jeff could look after his Grandma, who was Betting on 
in years and—second, with him gone there would finally be peace in 
their home without Jeff. He stated that his move to Wisconsin was the 
beginning of some real soul searching. His Grandma was a very religious 
person. He loved and admired her and felt that she could help him get 
control of his life. She was kindly, loving and tolerant and she had a quiet 
serenity about her that he craved. He felt that religion might provide a 
way out of his predicament. They would discuss religious matters and he 
began to accompany her to Sunday service and weekday bible study. ‘This 
seemed to keep him sober during the day, but when Grandma retired for 
the evening, he would begin drinking again. He knew he had an alcohol 
problem, but felt much of his need to drink came from the horrible 
memory he carried with him. He could never get it out of his mind. No 


; d 
Atter how hard he tried, the knowledge of what he had done may 








He remembered these early days at Grandma’s house as @ "i 
ee Hp made no friends and was constantly battling his f aptae” 
osexual activities, always mixed with the urge to dominate, 
member the men he Was intimate with in his dreams- He a P 
i a in an attempt to alleviate his urges but a ing 
in for the problem haunting him. THe "™ 





a while he was reading in the Wauwatosa public library, 
N ‘en of Milwaukee. He related how a young man walked by 
ust s balled-up piece of paper on his desk. 
ed the ball of paper to find a note. “If you want a blow job 
He y men’s room, five minutes.” He looked for the young man 
me 


e. The note disturbed him and he began to wonder if he 


oint ca 


meet 


as gon 
but 2 te anybody. It seemed his attempts at straightening out his life 
was 100 


ak futile; he would never be able to forget see the dead mas he left 
in Ohio. He also felt that his attempts to deny e homosexuality were 
mistake. At this point, Dahmer looked at us with complete honesty in 
his voice and stated: 

“This is when I decided to give in to the dark side. Grandma’s way 
was not working; I was miserable and lonely, so I decided to indulge my 
sexual lusts and fantasies.” 

The first thing he did was buy some pornographic, homosexual 
magazines. He kept them in a suitcase placed in the fruit cellar. He would 
spend hours viewing and masturbating to the images oflean muscular men 
performing sexual acts but ultimately over time this proved unfulfilling. 
It was through these magazines that he learned about Milwaukee’s gay 
bar scene. There is an area just south of downtown that has a cluster 

of taverns and dance clubs catering to the homosexual community. He 
began to frequent these clubs on weekends and enjoyed the drinking 
and gay lifestyle. He discovered a gay bathhouse on Wisconsin Ave., 
where he would pay for a separate cubicle to store his clothes, using it for 
“Nacutticular activities with other patrons. His fantasies of dominating, 
and dismembering were still with him; however, he managed 


ae oo and tried to enjoy being with men and indulging in 
Met there aie He never had a lasting relationship with anyone he 
OF aad often lonely with feelings of emptiness. 

plasma "8 this time, he worked a series of odd jobs: for a while at a 


PRET and ther for a temporary job service; but his chronic 





drinking and attitude always cost him his employment k 
a job working third shift at the Ambrosia chocolate A Ve tual 
Milwaukee. His new employment provided him an Ory in do by 
but the third shift was hard on his body and he foung . » > i Wy 
Cult t 


The drug, he said, worked dramatically. “It didn’t a 
sleep but knocked you out quickly.” Wly put You ty 
He ciel what ii - drug would have on sexual part 

egan to bring crushed-up portions to the bathhouses. It w Nets an 
charm. The drug would render his partners unconscious ee like g 
have his way with them. This satisfied his urge to dominate ie could 
complete control and did not have to reciprocate sexually in she = had 
he didn’t want. However, this was short-lived because several of a ta 
ups woke up with terrible headaches from the drug and complained, ae 
OR ns he gave oa A á Halcyon and he stopped 
, An ambulance was called and the victi ; 
that, he was barred from entering the E at: 
gement. The 
fact that he was unable to use the bathhouse caused him to make other 
arrangements. He stated that he would leave Grandma’s house early in 
the evening on a Friday night and rent a room at one of the cheap hotels 
just west of the downtown area. There he would have a supply of alcoholic 
beverages and crushed Halcyon tablets waiting for any pick-ups he might 
persuade to accompany him for the night. He said it worked well and be 
penr many a Friday and Saturday night sexually dominating men he ie 
Picked up and drugged. He would leave early in the mornings before 4 
a = = wake. This way he would avoid hassles or charge that i 
ped them some drug. 
. E ible “When did you meet the a | 
ce ma oh mbassador Hotel?” Dahmer’s demeanor © pe told his 
ving the days of freedom and sexual pleasure as 





the 


yr 


ry and Murphy's question had brought him back to the reality of the 
sto. 


gituatio- 

“yt was November of 1987. I remember because it was nine years after 
» He hung his head as he continued. “It was the day before 
met him at Club 219. I already told Pat about it. He was 


and we both got drunk; I took him to the hotel and 


the first 0n- 
Thanksgiving: I 
really nice looking 
gave him the mixture O 


anything after that. I swear, 
bruises all over his face and chest. My arms were all sore, black and blue. 


| must have beaten him to death in an alcoholic blackout, or else I gave 
him too much of the sleeping potion, I don’t know. All I know is that 
he was dead. The story about the suitcase is true. I put him in the fruit 


Grandma’s basement and waited for my family to leave 
t like when I was a 


f sleeping pills and rum, but I don’t remember 


when I woke up he was dead. ‘There were 


cellar down in 
after the holiday. It all came back to me quickly. Jus 
kid. I severed the flesh from the bones, and inspected the inside viscera. 
and I masturbated several times disposing the 


It was sexually exciting 
5 into several double wrapped 


body. I placed the severed flesh and bone 


plastic bags and dropped them into the trash barrels behind Grandma's 
age men came and took all the evidence 


house. It was so easy. The garb . 
I had gotten away with 


away, nothing was ever said, no one ever knew, 


murder for the second time.” 





CHAPTER 7 


A knock at the door produced a deputy from the jail. The Sheriff's 
department was ready to take custody and present him for the preliminary 
hearing. 

“Oh yeah, I’ve got something for you, Jeff.” I left the room and went 
to my locker. I retrieved the pants and shirt that I had taken from my son 
and returned to the interrogation room. “Here, Jeff, try these on for size.” 
I gave him the clothing and he held them up to himself saying, “Thanks, 
Pat, I think these will fit fine.” He looked at me and smiled. It was a 
warm smile and for a moment, I almost forgot his monstrous crimes. It 
gave me an eerie feeling to think that he could be so normal in some 
ways and yet responsible for the murders of seventeen people. 

Murphy broke my train of thought, “Okay, Jeff, things are going to be a 
little different from now on.” | 

“What do you mean?” Dahmer replied with a hint of anxiety in his 
Voice, Murphy continued. 

“Well, Jeff, once we turn you over to the sheriff you will be in his 
custody, The only way you'll be able to talk to us is if you make a eal 
to do so. Then Pat and I will get an “Order to Produce” from a judge an 


we will be able to come and get you but you must request to , 

day. The only change will be that instead of sleeping ih aa. e 
all the comforts of the county lock-up. Clean sheets and on i U 
facilities and three hot meals a day. We will pick you UP in the 4 
and bring you back when we're through for the day.” Mori 

Dahmer nodded his understanding and seemed 

arrangement. We walked the back hall to the Prisoner’s elevato, é 

the fifth floor, and took the hallway connecting the police adminis, to 
building with the county jail. At the end of the walkway, on 
intercom and announced our presence. In a moment or 


Please With th 
S 


we Pressed an 


two, the large 
metal door opened and a deputy took him into custody. 


“We'll see you in court, Jeff,” I said as we walked back through the 
enclosure and down to the detective assembly. Once there, Murphy put 
in a request for all missing reports and Pictures that might match victim 
#2 and we both made our way over to the courthouse. 

The courtroom was located on the fifth floor of the Safety Building 
directly west of us, so the walk was short. Inside there was a flurry of 
activity. Reporters and technicians were scrambling for space. The hearing 
was open to the public, but, with limited room, a huge line had formed 
and deputies found it difficult to maintain any sort of order. Murphy 
and I slipped in through the jury’s entrance and proceeded to the back 
of the courtroom. It was a large one, decorated with lavish wooden wall 
Carvings, 


. . ctator 

The judge’s area formed an elevated majestic centerpiece. The sp? 
gallery could accommod 
from th 


divider. 


ated 
ate about seventy-five people and was Jass 
€ trial area by a wall to wall, ceiling to floor, unbreakab® £ 


was 
An electronically operated locked door manned by a H wal 
mae in the middle, A large painting of Lady Liberty ador oc cê, 
above th 


fhem r A 

€ judge’s seat, To the right, a doorway led to ee F 

Prisoner-holding area, and the judge’s chambers. office 4 
Murphy and ] stepped into the back; from the bailiffs 


ae huddled with Mr. Boyle, Ms. Patrykus and several 
e 
ould 8 hers of the defense team. I was pleased to see Jeff Wearing 


other men him. Then E. Michael McC 
iothes J brought for him. ; ael IvicCann, the district 
the € 


romney for Mi 
* walked over to Mr. Boyle. 
a 


Į looked out into the courtroom and noticed it was filling with 


jwaukee County and several of his chief assistants entered 


spectators. Six or seven TV poe on tripods were set up with their 
lenses pushed against the glass divider. Reporters were everywhere and 
many of them I had seen at crime scenes or on nightly newscasts. It 
was all quite exciting and impressive and I couldn’t believe I was in the 
middle of it. 

A deputy stepped out of the judge’s chambers and announced the 
judge was ready and everyone should take their places. The District 
Attorney and his entourage all made their way into the courtroom and 
settled at the prosecution table; Mr. Boyle led the defense team and 
Dahmer smiled slyly at me. 

“The clothes fit fine. Thanks Pat,” he whispered as he passed through 
the doorway and into the waiting courtroom. There was a hushed silence 
as he entered. Spectators strained their necks to get a good look at 
Dahmer. Camera operators were busy adjusting, zooming and focusing 
on the defendant, as he walked to the defense table and sat down. 
Dahmer himself was emotionless. He stared straight ahead and appeared 

hot to notice the obvious attention on him by everyone in the room. “All 
tise.” the deputy commanded as the judge took his seat overlooking the 
Courtroom, 

The court proceeding was short. Mr. Boyle and the defense team had 
decided that a plea of “innocent and innocent by reason of mental disease 
or defect,” would be given. There was no objection by the District Attorney 
and the hearing was over within fifteen minutes. A date of January 13, 1992 
"aS set for the insanity trial. Dahmer was ushered into the back room and 
sumed to his holding cell. E. Michael McCann and Gerald Boyle, along 


with their associates were huddled together iring the comin tria] T 
Reporters, microphones in iao stood in nt. of their y al 
recapping the events as spectators noisily proceeded out into the hallyy, 
I walked back into the judge's chambers to p throes already 
in an orange Milwaukee county jail jumpsuit. “Here, Pat, than 
Dahmer was holding my son's clothes, neatly folded. 


“No, that’s okay, Jeff, you keep them. They don’t fit My son a 


dr essed 
ks 

a lot» 
NyMore” 
you haye to 


2, So We can 


Murphy joined us and said, “So far, so good, Jeff. Remember, 
tell the deputy that you want to speak with us in the mornin 
come get you.” 

Dahmer nodded, “Don’t worry, I will. Hey, 
bring some menthol cigarettes tomorrow? That’s 
Murphy replied, “You got it, Jeff” 

‘Two deputies came and took Dahmer to his secure 
area. Murphy and I strolled back to the detective asse 
where we should begin the following day. 


‘I noticed you didn’t take your kid’s clothes back,” 
I nodded in agreement, 


do you think you could 
what I usually smoke.” 


cell in the lock-up 
mbly and discussed 


Murphy chuckled. 


“Can you believe it? Who would want to wear 
those clothes after Jeff Dahmer had them on?” 


Back at my desk, I called in my reports for the day and was ready to 
leave. I looked up and noticed 


Captain Domagalski standing over me. “Yes 
sir?” I asked. 


“You know that little matter of your original confession being leaked q i 
the press? Well, I just thought Td le you know that you're off the hook. ‘a 


















already requested us and was ready & ` M p and Pulley 
out a fresh pack of Newport mentho 3 m ready - Munsey look 
perplexed, and we explained k 4 bs a N freak, and 
cigarettes were the key to keeping him with us during the 'nVestigation, 

The lieutenant followed us through the maze of hallways and ¢| eVaton 
en route to the county jail. Jeff was waiting for us and we introduced the 
lieutenant and mentioned that he was from Bath. Dahmer acknowledge F 
his presence but said nothing as we walked to the interrogation room, 
Murphy pulled out the pack of smokes and threw them on the table 
in front of Dahmer. He immediately opened the pack and lit one up, 
inhaling deeply and obviously enjoying his first hit of the day. 

“Thanks, Dennis.” he said. Murphy grabbed a chair and sat down next 
to him. “Jeff, today we would like to try and identify the first guy back in 
Ohio.” Before Dahmer could answer, there was a knock at the door anda 
day-shift detective opened it stating that Ms. Patrykus from Boyle’s office 
was outside. Murphy left the room to greet her as I explained to Munsey 
that the defense wished to be present during questioning. The door 


opened and there was Murphy and defense counsel. After introductions, 








In less than a miny 
linute, D 
table, “That’s him, T Ta 
Dahm, Oh it ic cen chen yest P 
Ped back in his chair and replies "d 


ka ia 


picked out a photo and laid it on he 
: Munsey gave Dahmer the name of the 








‘fine until you said it, but I remember it now. I took his 


can you be sure?” 
n the ashtray and repeated the earlier 


er the h barrel along with his clothes. I remember 


fore I burned them.” Munsey looked on 


ag the 
reading poi «But how 


p ni MH 
in ast er put his smoke out 1 


from Murphy. 
remember 
this ed the only photo in the group to correspond with 
i rts filed at the time. He also related that the 


randing missing *P® 
outs Gee ot people known to be alive. We had identified our 


other photos 


your first one.” Munsey acknowledged 












ilence fora momentuntil Murphy mentioned 


frst victim. 
Everyone sat instunneds 
sey brought. He reached into his briefcase and took out 


the photos Mun 
s depicting an aerial view of the Ohio residence. He 


seal arge pictures 
d them to Dahmer and asked if he could point out where they 
pen ‘the remains of victim #1. Dahmer was impressed with 
= view sis childhood home in Bath and said so. He perused 


nd pointed to a wooded lot adjacent to his house. 

















d you Jeff,” I interjected. 






















the room. When he finished his explanation, his gaze broke ang he 
back with us again. Ms. Patrykus cleared her throat to break the > 
n 
unced that Mr. Boyle had scheduled numerous appointme ee 
nts 


and anno 
for Jeff. He was to be evaluated by a battery of psychiatrist, and 
psychologists and his first appointment was at two o'clock that afternoon 
She needed to help coordinate these appointments and started gathering 
her paperwork, Lieutenant Munsey stood up with a strange look on his 
face and explained that he needed to call his department for additional | 
information. Murphy offered to escort Wendy to the door and all three | 
left together. I stood up. 

“Well, Jeff, I guess that’s it for today. Come on, P1 take you back | 
so you'll be in time for that hot county meal.” Dahmer stood up and 
obediently followed me through the hallway. Murphy met us at the 
elevator. 

“When will I see you guys again?” Dahmer asked with a hint of 
anxiety in his voice. We explained that we were both off for the weekend 
and would not return until Monday morning. 

“Make sure you request to see us Jeff, or else we won't be able 10°" 
get you,” Murphy said as we crossed the tunnel toward the county l 
up. The large metal door opened and a heavyset female deputy í i 
waiting with handcuffs. Dahmer looked sullen as he entered the jilt 
into her custody. 


o come 


“J think it’s going to be a long we ekend,” he said mournfully. h 
with a sm a 


Don't worry, Jeff, we'll see you Monday,” I said 
ment as 5 


deputy looked at me and shook her head in bewilder 
the door, 





CHAPTER 9 


“It’s going to be a long time in between smokes for that guy,” Murphy 
chuckled as we made our way back to our department. Stepping off the 
elevator, we met Lt. Munsey. His eyes were wide and his face had lost 
its color. 

“Hey, are you okay?” Murphy asked as we walked into the detective 
assembly. We sat around my desk and Munsey hung his head for a 
































pending an investigation into any wrongdoing. Munsey appeared 


slapped him on the back. 


asi 
were going to be sick. Murphy the 
“Ah, come on! Let it go! How could you have known there be 
chopped up body in those garbage bags?” Murphy was stil] shaking i 
head as he stood up and announced that he was going to inventor, : ; 
first successful photo array. . ; 

I could see that the lieutenant was still in a state of shock, Į tried to 
take his mind off the matter by explaining our plan to use the original 
Polaroid pictures, found in Dahmer’s apartment the night of his arrest, 

They depicted ten of the seventeen victims, taken before and after 
death and would be used along with police mug shots and any possible 
family photos for identification purposes. Munsey gathered his papers 
and informed me that his department was already checking into the 
information Jeff had given concerning the location of victim #1’s remains, 
He added that he had a flight back in the morning and would personally 
check out the story regarding the retainer on the chain. 

Murphy returned in time to shake his hand goodbye stating, “Hey, 
lieutenant, I was only kidding you about that shit, don’t take it seriously, Í 
let us know what you find out.” Munsey smiled in resignation as he 
walked out of the assembly, 

Murphy sat down and spread the sixty-two Polaroid copies 0? the 
desk. It was a gruesome sight and many appeared unreal. There were 
shots of several heads fr eshly severed and placed on a counter top: on 
showed bodies hanging by a strap from a showerhead in various ne 

of dismemberment along with severed hands and penises- The “ie 
shocking depicted the victims lying on their backs in the bathtub, 4 
open from neck to genitalia with the viscera pulled from the body E 
exposed on their chests. Many victims, both alive and dead» PO% 
eed oy naked, long, dean, muscular bodies: 1 À 
N erii oa 
© ° 00K of shock on his face. We both sat silent} 






r the photos in disbelief. 

a ae 
ae Monday w° al tying to match these up with our own 
glice pierre and anything we get from the families. I'm going t 

7 0 
call in my "°P orts and go home on time for a change, how about you?” 
lly with a slight smile. i 


Murphy said eventua 


| That sounds good to me,” I replied. “I could use a couple days off. 


The last few have been pretty exciting, but I could use a break.” Murphy 


took the photo 
day's events soak 
accuracy, J handed them to the captain. 

“So, it looks like we got victim #1 identified, eh kid?” Domagalski 


s and walked back to his desk. I sat motionless, letting the 
in before calling in my reports. After checking them for 


said in his usual gruff tone. 
“Yes, sir, we'll know for sure on Monday.” 


“Well, get some rest this weekend. We've still got a lot of work to do.” 
[nodded as I walked away, barely hearing the captain’s words. I slipped by 
to the parking lot and sat for a while before starting 
home. I was elated yet restless and wanted to 












‘the press on my way 
the car. I didn’t want to go 
talk, to brag, to release. My wife's insistence on not discussing the case 
around the kids was a good idea but her chilly attitude about my situation 
fortable. The events of th days tumbled in my head 

myself driving towards t ‘ont. En route, I noticed a 


myselt 












coppers at her window in the D.A.'s office clamoring for help, | Walked 
across the street to greet her and she left her entourage to ae me. 
“What are you doing here?” she said placing her hand pio mine. 
“Oh, I don’t know, I guess I just didn’t want to go home.” I Mentioned 
that I was on my way to the lakefront when I ran into p friend. 

“Well, if you don’t want to go home, let's have a drink. I would loy, 
to hear about Dahmer from the horse’s mouth,” she said taking my arm 
and leading me back into the tavern. 

You could tell she had been drinking by her unsteady walk and I let 
her direct me to a table. She pulled a chair next to mine and sidled up to 





me smiling. 
“So, what’s it like to look into the face of evil?” I was a little taken 


aback by her sudden attention and she sat close enough for me to catch her i 











perfume. Our collaboration at work was always cordial and professional, 
but now she seemed almost flirtatious. Was she hitting on me? Without 
going into specifics of the case, I related some of Dahmer’s quirks and 
emotions. 

“What really stands out about him is how very much like you and 
me he is.” I went on to explain how at times his persona was normal 
and even likable. She was hanging on my every word and I enjoyed her 
attention. I sipped a coke as we talked until I noted the time. It was going 


on eleven o'clock and I had to get home. We left the tavern together and 
I walked her to her vehicle, 






she said reaching up in an attempt t 


rasta: sed her back, I wrapped my hands in he 
pe ti embraced. Driving waned 





morning I woke up to find my wife packing an overnight 


The next 
de of my late night return. 


mention was ma 


bag: No 
Maureen with me to Fond du Lac for the weekend. | 


“Tm taking 


don't want her expose 
onal and Pat is weight lifting this afternoon with the football team.” 


Her folks still lived there and it was our favorite get away from the city. 
They were out the door before I could pour my first cup of coffee. 

It had been a week since the news hit about Jeffery Dahmer. The 
d tabloids couldnt get enough information on the 


d to anymore of this. Alex is getting ready for his 


newspapers an 
“Milwaukee Serial Killer.” The latest issue of People magazine featured 


Dahmer prominently on the front page wearing the blue and white shirt 


I gave him for the preliminary hearing. My son Pat was ecstatic and 


took a copy to school to extol his part in the unfolding drama that was 


prevalent in our city and seemingly all over the world. 


People Magazine, the week of August 12, 1991 featured the Dahmer story, 
with an 1/8" of a page devoted to the upcoming nuptials of actress Liz 
Taylor to Larry Fortensky complete with small photo of the happy couple 
‘Leaping Liz! Taylor sets the date for hubby No. 7!” Below and taking up 
the balance of the cover is the large headline, Horror in Milwaukee. A 
photo and the description: He was a quiet man who worked in a chocolate 
factory. But at home in apartment 213 -a real life Silence of the Lambs 
was unfolding. Now that Jeffrey Dahmer has confessed to 1 7 grotesque 
murders, his troubling history of alcoholism, sex offenses, and bizarre 
behavior raises a haunting question: why wasn't he stopped? 
Be article, by Paula Chin, called The Door of Evil: The Unimaginable 
ie 213 Leaves a Shaken City Wondering About sah 
a its Midst, Shari Dahmer (Lionel Dahmer's second wife 
ee to Jeff) spoke about his senior year of high school at the 
ý Peis parent's separation. Jeff's mother had left Ohio for Wisconsin 
Aa their Jo unger son and Jeff was alone in the family home. Jeffrey 
“ft all alone 














i 





in the house with no money, no food, and a any 





refrigerator,” said Shari. “The desertion really affected him » 


Lionel never believed he was a monster and always Maintaing 





















q thay hi 


; « ‘ e is insane,” said T; r 
son was insane. “Theres no doubt h » said Lione] T 


‘ f » / Tey Wa 
not born a monster. He is not a monster. 


It was a real circus and there was nowhere you could BO to es 
ape 


p Olice 
ithoy 


Orders 
not to speak with the press. I entered the detective assembly and Noticed 


the story. A core of news organizations remained in front of the 
administration building. I parked my car and walked past them w 


incident. By now, many knew I was involved in the case and under 


Murphy at his desk with two technicians from the photo lab. 

“What’s up?” I asked strolling over to them. 

“Look, quite a few already correspond with the dates Jeff is giving 
us.’ Murphy handed me a stack of mug shots. They were arrest photos of 
people now listed as missing. Many of them disappeared around the time | 
line provided by Dahmer. 

The phone rang at my desk and I picked it up, “Homicide, Kennedy’ | 
‘The deputy on the other end informed that Jeff was requesting to speak | 
with me. “10-4, I'll be over in a minute.” 

Hanging up the phone, I looked at Murphy as he asked, “Is that 
our boy calling?” I nodded and together we took the winding maze of 
hallways and elevators to the county lock-up. After announcing 0w 
presence on the intercom, the door opened and there was Dahmer, 
handcuffed behind his back and standing with a deputy. She unshackled 
him and he walked into the hallway. 

“Well, Jeff, how was your weekend?” Murphy asked patting him 0% 
the back. He was Wearing an orange cou 
black flip-flops. He looked terrible. His 
Breasy and unkempt, and he was sporting a week-old beard. 


‘ E 
Geez, Jeff, why didnt you take a shower?” I said sizing YP 
disheveled look. Dahmer Tarat 


i an 
nty jump suit, white socks 


+. hair $ i 
eyes were drawn, his h 






-m 7 


ay said they were so crowded that the deputies never had time 
eme. They said I would have the whole shower to myself tonight.” 
to tak ed down the enclosed bridge between the two buildings, About 
y ea passed a line of handcuffed prostitutes led by two officers. 
! d my God. It’s Jeffrey Dahmer.” one of the ladies screamed. At this 
int all hell broke loose. There was a wail of shrieks and they tugged at 
4 eir bracelets jostling the officers as they made their way through the 
narrow corridor. We quickly ushered Dahmer through the bridge and 
into the elevator. 
As we took the short ride down to the interrogation room, Dahmer 
stated, “I know it’s been a while since I had a shower but I didn’t think I 
Jooked that bad.” 
Istudied Dahmer in amazement, “Jeff, you made a joke.” 
He grinned at us and asked, “Have you got any cigarettes? I’ve been 
having nicotine fits for two days.” I retrieved a pack of Camel straights 
from my shirt pocket and Murphy pulled some fresh Newports from his 
pants. Dahmer seemed delighted and stated that he was ready to go to 
work. We left him in the room lighting up his first smoke of the day and 















to me for an answer. 

“J don’t know, boss, to do what he’s done, he must be crazy, but oi 
you sit down and talk to him, he appears as normal as you and me on 
almost pleasant at times. It's a little weird.” Murphy agreed, but dl 
that in Wisconsin, the determining factor for insanity is whether T 
are able to determine right from wrong at the commission of the crime 
Murphy pointed out. 

“He certainly knew what he was doing and he knew it was Wrong, 
Or else, why did he go to such great lengths to conceal his crimes?” We 


all agreed that the insanity hearing would be an interesting one and we 
returned to Murphy's’ desk. 








CHAPTER 10 


After picking up the pictures provided by Missing Persons, we 
_ walked back to the interrogation room. I stopped and grabbed three 
cups of coffee. We found Dahmer sitting in a cloud of smoke, obviously 

_ making up for lost time. Dahmer took his cup and thanked me. 
Murphy began, “Jeff, we want you to look through these photos and see 
‘if there is anyone that you recognize.” He picked the stack of photos up 
berately taking a drag off his cigarette as he did so. The first one he 

own saying. 











stared for a 




























went on to describe how he had been at Club 219 and was Waiting a th 
€ 


bus stop when he met him. He stated that he was young, attractive a 
lean. He struck up a conversation and offered him fifty bucks to come 
home with him. They took the bus to Grandma's where they engaged in 
light sex, which he described as kissing, body rubbing and masturbation 


He offered him the Halcyon, rum and coke concoction and the SUY Was 

soon out cold. He stated that he usually waited about an hour for the 
Halcyon to take effect. He then would have sex with the victim while 
he was in the drug-induced state. He recalled that he must have used 
too much Halcyon with this victim because he was unable to arouse him 
through oral sex. Dahmer stated that he was disappointed, because he ` 
really enjoyed making his victims hard and felating them in this state. 

He decided to strangle him. 

“I remember that after I strangled him I had anal sex with him and 
felt that it was a shame that it was all over so soon. I wrapped him ina 
sheet and lay him in the fruit cellar. I returned several times throughout 
the week to kiss, rub and have anal sex with him. When he began to 
rot, I severed the flesh from his body with a knife, double wrapped it in 
garbage bags and threw them in the trash. The skeleton, I wrapped in 
a sheet and used a sledgehammer from Grandma’s garage to smash the 
bones and dispose of them in the same way. I kept his head. He was. real 

nice looking and I wanted to keep part of him. Later, I used the spi 
paint I told you about to make it look fake.” a 
He a ae Ps 4 a chai adtok another smoke from the pa 

` already falling into that robot-like, 








because it looked so weird. Does that help?” 


pim that anything he remembered would be of help and that 

jeld 1 reat job. He looked at me and smiled like a child trying 

he was doing e a parent. I left and preceded to an office right off 
to win ‘cot room hallway. It was set up as a command post for 
the ad TR and already known as the “Dahmer Room.” It was a 
this patie o for all information regarding the case and staffed by two 
oe E detectives. They were pouring over mounds of missing 
old so ae could match one with the information given us, we could 
pie punih and obtain a photograph for Dahmer to identify. 

Over the course of the investigation, sixty-eight investigators had to 
verify everything Dahmer said. I gave them the array photo identified 
3 Dahmer and stated that the victim was from January of 1988. They 

pile from that time period and quickly produced a match; 
did not indicate any unusual scars. They said they would get 









nterrogation room, I was called into the 
k yelled from across the room. “There 
T ints to come in.” I 


studying each photo before discarding it. After about five Minute 
stopped and placed one picture on the table. “Sy he 
“This one looks familiar, I remember because about two Weeks 
I killed him I was reading the paper as I always did, looking fons 
information about my victims. There was a photograph of him jp a 
personal section listing a number to call if anyone had seen him o; knew 
of his whereabouts.” 

He related that he met this victim around March of 1988. He was 

drinking at the Phoenix Tavern, a local gay bar on S. 2nd St. He struck 
up a conversation and asked if he would be willing to come home with 
him, watch some videos, drink some cocktails and engage in sexual 
activity. The guy was willing and they took a cab to the corner of 57th 
and Lincoln, He said he always walked the last few blocks to Grandmas 
house. This way the cab driver would not have a record of the address, 
He continued that once there, he offered the drink with the Halcyon 
concoction and they engaged in kissing, rubbing and mutual oral sex. 
After the drug took affect, he performed both oral and anal sex before 
strangling him. He lay with the dead man until he fell asleep. He woke 
up just before Grandma and wrapped the body in a sheet, placing it in the 
fruit cellar. Monday morning when she went to church, he sin the 
flesh and smashed the bones, but kept the head. He threw the remai d 
of the body in the trash, and it was hauled away by the garbage men th; 
afternoon. I looked at Wendy as Dahmer spoke; she was not writing, JY 
sitting there wide-eyed and listening to his tale. She caught me war ny 
her and dropped her eyes to the table in disbelief, Murphy got up and! 
the room to give the new information to the crew in the Dahmer 
MMM tila He related th 


a 





















d with coffee for everyone and sat down. By now, 
d Dahmer was to meet with the defense team’s 


another 


“You 
Grandma's for sex that I didn’t kill.” 

Murphy leaned forward with interest. “Really, what do you mean?” 

“Well, I didn’t kill everyone.” He went on to describe how he met 
en who were willing to be with him. He enjoyed their company, 
es y if they let him have his way sexually but he only killed the ones 
he found the most beautiful. These he wanted to keep with him. He related 
that one time he was so drunk; he passed out on a possible victim. He 
woke up alone and relieved of the three hundred dollars in his pants. On 
another occasion, a victim woke up from the drug before he was able to kill 
He made such a commotion that Grandma came down the basement. 
y the naked Black male and was not happy that Jeff had visitors in 
1 permission first. The victim was still wobbly from 
him to the bus stop. He must have made a 
; day a West Allis police officer came to 







many m 
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Cia 


i AC) 





house. I got up and went to the Dahmer room with the 
Dahmer finished his last smoke for the day and Mu 


new in 


Or Mation 

"phy and he Waited g, 
me by the elevator. We walked him back to the county jail ang temindei 
him to call for us in the morning. 


“Don't worry, I will see you guys tomorrow,” he said, as the large met | 
door closed behind him. Murphy and I returned to the detective assembly 
where we were informed that the FBI wanted to talk with us. 

A detective assigned to the Dahmer room approached saying, “He wasn) 
lying, Pat. West Allis has a report on file from 1988, April 4th. Itsa report 
listing Grandma’s house and Dahmer as a resident 


at that address. The 
report says that the officer was unable to substantiate 


the complainant’ 
story and without further information, the case was put on hold.” 


This was the first solid confirmation of his exploits. We had yet 
to catch him in a lie and there was no 


choice except to continue as if 
everything he was telling us was true. 





CHAPTER 11 


We walked to my desk and there, two special agents of the FBI met 
experts from the bureau. We need to look 













i 


us, “We are the serial killer 

over your reports and interrogate the prisoner.” 

, Murphy, who had been involved with the FBI on other cases was not 
essed and said, “Well, you can’t talk with him, but we can tell you what 

saying. Maybe you can give us some information on serial killers that 

e of value to us?” 

‘The two agents looked surprised at Murphy's negative answer and 

why they could not talk with the suspect. I explained that we were 





only cops he was willing to talk with. Murphy added that when we 
hey could request an interview, but currently 











up in a huff 

























It was not long before the other agent retur ae shaking his head, « n 
right, we can’t talk to him. Did you Bet penis that m help usy» i 

His partner looked at me with disdain. apn don’t know w 
have here. You are going to need our help. There is a good chance 
suffering from Stockholm Syndrome.” 

This was psychological babble. He was implying that we TA 
close to Dahmer, that we had begun to identify with him, could Possibly 
begin justifying his crimes, and obviously could no longer be objective 
Murphy blew off the remark as ridiculous and stated that we would be 
glad to ask him any questions they may have but this would remain ą 


Milwaukee police investigation. A look of resignation sent the two into a 


hat You 


© tog 


huddle. They returned and reluctantly shared the rest of their information 
on known serial killers before getting up to leave. They appeared a bit 
dejected as we shook their hands goodbye. 

Once they left the assembly, Murphy muttered, “Those arrogant 
bastards, do you believe it? They thought they could take over our case.” 
He related that his past involvement with the FBI was not positive. He 
felt they were all glory hounds that couldn't investigate their way out of 
a paper bag. They had a bad reputation for taking other investigator’ 
information and claiming it as their own. “I wouldn’t trust those guys as 

far as I could throw them,” Murphy said in disgust. I was surprised to 
hear this. I had never worked with the FBI before and thought that the’ 
were supposed to be the best. Murphy laughed aloud at my comment E 
apio that FBI agents were usually college graduates in history 4 
eseunting with no real Police experience. He felt they were all bumbles 
and was glad that we could put them off. 


We returned to our desks and called in the day’s reports. I was wai 


to he 22A ria; 
: ck my Copies when the phone rang. At the other end was Glo 
the Steno assigne dto 7 


‘ype my reports 
“Hey, Pat, do you ha m 
7> taf, do you haye ee | 


b ON what’ on your mind?” 


© 0 
title 


She was wondering if what she was typing was true, “Did he really 


9 >” 
say this i 


«Well ofc 
pat after typing my reports for the day, she would go home and think 
tha 


t it, It was too much for her to believe and she mentioned she was 
ut it. 


ourse he did, I couldn’t make this up. Why?” She continued 


a peo uble eating and found it hard to sleep at night with all this going 
a 


constantly in her head. I reassured her that everything I reported was 
4 way Dahmer had described it. I mentioned that I also thought about 
N he said after I got home so that her reaction was probably pretty 
normal, even reasonable, and would hopefully begin to disappear once 
the interrogation portion of the case was concluded. We chatted a bit 
more about the news coverage and all the hoopla surrounding the case 
before I hung up. I thought I should tell the boss about my conversation 
with Gloria and walked over to his office. 

“Hey Cap, can I talk to you?” I advised him of the situation with 


Gloria and her comment about trouble eating and sleeping. He put down 












the report in his hand. 

“Thanks for letting me know about that. How did everything go with 
Dahmer today?” 

“Fine,” I answered. “I think we will get a few more identified 
tomorrow.” He told me that I was doing a good job and said he would 
look into the problem with Gloria. I finished my paperwork and made 
my way home. I was up and out of the house early the next morning. 
Entering the detective assembly, I noticed Captain Domagalski seated 
at my desk, 

i “Two things Pat, first, a deputy called and said that your boy is 
[tiag you. Second, Munsey is back with a family photo from Ohio 
Mele here shortly.” He dropped a new array of pictures on my desk 
x together by the Dahmer room detectives based on information from 
X Tig day's interview. “I hope they will be of use.” He said as he 
away. T noticed that Murphy was not in yet, so I made my way 

























to the county lock-up to retrieve my new best friend. As tp, 


jail q 
ahmer standing with the same overweig Oor 


ht fem 


opened, there was D 
e uncuffed Dahmer and turned him 


deputy. She said nothing as sh 
to me. I noted that he was showered and shaved, wearing a Fess: wad 
S 


jump suit, white socks and brown flip-flops. His hair shampooeq ain 


ale 


neatly combed. 
“Well, Jeff, you look like a new man. I said as we took the encloseg 


maze back to the interrogation room. 
“Yeah, I feel much better. They gave me the entire shower "O 


myself It felt good to clean up.” As we rode the elevator, I observed that | | 
he was indeed a good-looking man. He carried his muscular build wel} 
on his six foot one inch frame and when freshly coiffed he presented a 
handsome figure. No wonder he had so much luck meeting and Picking 
up men. The elevator door opened and there was Murphy. He was holding 
a fresh pack of Newports in his hand. 
“Good morning, guys,” he said with a smile. “Hey, Jeff, you look like 
a million bucks when you're all spruced up!” Dahmer smiled sheepishly, 
blushing at Murphy's comment. We all entered the interrogation room 


together. Dahmer immediately opened the pack of smokes and lit one up, 
inhaling deeply. 


up the coffee, which Murphy had already placed in the room, and sipped 
it with obvious delight. We mentioned the Bath police would be here 
shortly with a possible photo of victim #1, and that we would like him 
to view arrays of pictures Put together from information given to us thg 
day before. These contained family photos obtained from the relatives of 


* . # A . i 
victims #3 and #4. Detectives used information from outstanding ™ 
reports to locate and advise 


regarding victim #3. The fam ily located confir medt ; 


loved | $ + | aas Pe 
one was stil] missing, provided ionad mentioned that 





pad undergone an appendix operation when he was thirteen, The mother 
stated that her son was also the victim of child abuse as a baby and that 
ie b oyfriend at the time was caught burning the boy on his chest with a 
scarette, leaving two permanent scars that resembled nipples. Detectives 
abo discovered the possible victim was Native American, not Hispanic, 
and was sixteen at the time reported missing. Dahmer picked up the 
array and deliberately began looking through it, stopping when he came 
to the photo provided by the family. 

“This is him, “he said. “He’s the Hispanic guy from the bus stop, 
the one with the funny scars.” Murphy and I looked at each other 
‘triumphantly. We told him about the appendix operation and that he 
nly sixteen. Dahmer looked surprised and stated he knew the guy 
ung, but figured because he was at the bus stop by the taverns, 
a late hour, he must be of age. We told him that he was not 
but Native American and that the scars that looked like extra 
were the result of burns suffered during child abuse. Dahmer sat 
listening, staring straight ahead and smoking. Murphy gathered 
rray and left to inform the captain of our success. He returned 











‘guy I met at the Phoenix Tavern. He’s the one I saw in the 
weeks after I killed him.” I then picked up the yellowed 
le listing the missing subject and the photo that Jeff had 
ere a match. I showed the article to Dahmer 
t's the guy, I remember the pictu e of him in 
i a4 

l i f 








































ry there was a knock at the doo; A 
` LAN Offi, 


Before we could digest our victo. 
Cer 


informed us that an attorney an 
were waiting for us. Murphy left to tell the captain about victim #4 E 
and] 


stepped into the visitors’ area to find Wendy and Munsey Waiting |, 

them of our two identifications as We walked to the interrogation to X 
Murphy had already returned and was engaged in a conversation i 
Dahmer. He held in his hand a copy of the Milwaukee Journal. There r 
an article regarding a self-styled street preacher, who said he ministered 
to the homosexual population. 
Jeffery and tried to council him in the way of the Lord. There was a 
picture of the preacher and Murphy showed it to Dahmer. “Do you know 


this guy?” 
Dahme 
widened as he viewed it. “Wow, 


d an officer from another g 
isdic 
t 


In the paper, he claimed that he knew 


r took the newspaper and studied the picture. His eyes 
I can't believe it. Yeah, I met this guy 


once.” 


On Thanksgiving night of 1990, Dahmer went to a local West Allis 
bar, where he drank heavily. From there he took a cab to the gay strip 
south of downtown Milwaukee. There he met the “preacher” depicted in 
the newspaper article. He said that the two hit it off right away and they 
began drinking Jim Beam. The preacher invited him to his place where” 
they continued to drink until Dahmer passed out. When 
the morning he found himself hog-tied, with his hands tied behind his 
back, face down with both feet bound by rope and spread apart The 
rope connected to some hooks fastened in the ceiling and he was slightly 
elevated from the bed. The preacher was standing next to him an" 
ramming a long white candle up his anus. It was painful and he begel 
ache ie. ~ top of his lungs, struggling with a a 
aR | on at the commotion, quickly untie = 1 ; 
ea a apparatus. The preacher tried to calm j : ” oli 
and ree to A- uoe He was afraid of being repo"t® id that 
d him to stay and talk about the incident. Dahme" sae 


he came to in 











he was too freaked out by oa whole experience and once untied, quickly 
dressed and left without saying a word. He continued on, Saying that 
about two days after this encounter, he excreted a six-inch portion of 
candle. He said that he never reported this experience to the police, 

“This is the price you pay for engaging in a high-risk lifestyle.” He 

used and took a long pull from his cigarette. Looking at me in all 
sincerity he said, “You know, Pat, there are some really weird people out 
there” Murphy cracked up with laughter, breaking the silence. 

The rest of us sat there staring at one another, unsure as to how to 
respond to the fantastic story. Dahmer blushed, realizing that Murphy 
was laughing at the absurdity of his last statement. Munsey cleared his 
throat, “Jeff, I brought a photo array with me for you to look at. Is there 
anyone in it that you recognize?” Munsey handed him the pictures and 
looked through them intently, stopping to hold a single photo. “This 
him, the first guy in Bath, Ohio. I’m quite sure.” Munsey took the 
e and looking at it, confirmed that it was indeed, obtained from 
nily of the only missing male reported in Bath at the time. He 
ed that the chain with the retainer worn by the victim had been 
ed from the river, right where he said he had thrown it. We now 


outside the interrogation room door with a hot county meal 
er. We decided to let him ‘eat in peace and walked to the 

































them and two coffee cups with the same insignias as reward fo, , 
I showed him to the door, “Don't feel too bad about being q, 


Dahmer,” I said as he left. “You're not the only one he fo ole d” I = 
wich and P atrykus nibbling a Theq 


r Work 


Ped by 


to find Murphy eating a sand 
sticks. After lunch, the three of us returned to the interrogation ro 
where Dahmer sat waiting, smoking a cigarette. Murphy placed sd 
array in front of him containing police identification photos we m atl 
with his Polaroids and he began sifting through them. We Purposes 
placed pictures of known living individuals in each array, in an attempt 
to catch him in a lie. Within minutes, he picked out a police photo and 
asked for the corresponding Polaroid. Murphy handed him copies of his 
Polaroids and he looked for a match. 
“Yes, here he is. I thought that was him.” Dahmer held up the matched 


Carrot 


photos confidently and placed them in front of Murphy. This victim 
he met in front of the bookstore on 27th St. “I’m quite sure it was in 
September of 1990. I think he’s the eighth guy I killed.” He offered him 
one hundred and fifty dollars to come home with him. “Remember, Pat? 
This is the guy I told you about. The one built so nice and muscular. I dont 
think he was gay so that’s why I offered him so much money. I remember 
he threatened me as I performed oral sex but he drank the concoction 0” : 
I wasn't worried.” He recounted his earlier tale detailing how he was so 
enamored with this victim that he made love to his unconscious body for 
hours before passing out. When he came to he decided to strangle hig 
but the victim was coming out of the drug-induced state and began © 
gge. He felt overmatched so he grabbed a knife and slashed at n 
carotid artery. Blood splattered all over his bed. “It was quite a mes E 
I never really did clean it all up.” 
os most attractive and he wanted to keep A 
eae lafter cutting him up and pointed out the Po f 
< CPicting this individual in various stages of dismemberment: He t 
x and wate 0 bell the vicars nbl 


1 





jon to fantasize and masturbate. I 

gues took the photo array and 

hin 3e as Dahmer picked up another stack of Pictures. He smoked 
oke 


dropp M 
“fm pretty sure that this is the guy I met the night before Easter in 


ga Ton see these?” He picked out Polaroids depicting a severed penis, 
a Black male’s scalp with a large Jheri curl still attached, and a painted 
skull. “These belong to him.” This was the first time he kept his victim’s 
body parts. He met this victim at closing time in front of a dance club 
called La Cage. The victim was with a friend; a white male and after 
accepting his offer to come home with him the friend gave them a ride to 














and National. They walked the remainder of the way to Grandma’s 
he gave him the drink mixed with Halcyon. He made love ein 
nd after death. On Easter Sunday, while Grandma attended 
dismembered the body by severing the flesh, keeping the 
s scalp, genitals and skull. He wanted to preserve these body 
went to a hardware store and told the clerk he was interested 
d treating a wild rabbit pelt. They informed him that acetone 
he trick and he purchased some. After cleaning the body parts, 
| treat them with the acetone for preservation. 


, I could wear his scalp. It would help me to fantasize 
ight I was with him. I could suck on his penis and 


Patrykus, who was writing furiously in her note 
proval, he coolly finished his coffee. We 







setting 


' 5 r D 


nys 





de informed us that we were wante, : 
In th 
€ 


m talking with the chief, P hillip Arreo], 
“Well, gentlemen, how’s it going?” the chief asked. “Fine as 
told him of the day’ developments and that k 
The chief looked seriously at both of us wl 
are you handling everything 


dictation to be typed, an ai 
captain’s office. We found hi 


answered in unison. We 


were making good headway. 
asked, “Are you feeling all right? I mean, 


okay?” 
Before I could answet, he continued. “You know, Kennedy, I talkeq 
ferred to a psychiatrist to help her cope 


with Gloria and she has been re 
with all of this. What about you guys? Are you having any trouble?” 


d at each other in astonishment. “Well, no,” I said, 
talk about it all the time, but I don’t think I'm 
know, I don’t have any problems eating © 
ferring to.” Murphy chimed in, “No sir, 
n doing this for 




















Murphy and I looke 
«Į mean, Murphy and I 
having any trouble. Į mean, you 
or sleeping if that’s what youre re 


I'm fine. I know this case is a little unusual but I’ve bee 


years; it doesn't bother me. Besides anything that’s on our minds, Pat and 


- I talk about at the end of the day, so it’s been okay.” 
The chief nodded his head in the affirmative, not sayin 


Domagalski broke the silence. “Okay gentlemen. Good work. Let me 
s. I'll see you tomorrow.” Murphy and Í 


ga word. 


know if you have any problem 
walked back to our desks and prepared to leave. 
“Can you believe that?” Murphy asked. I told hi 
eee Thad with Gloria, and that I had mentioned it to t 
a sos ` got him thinking about us?” I suggested. We 
cia ee on the way down Murphy retorted, | 
A a sa pee ashrink, it's Dahmer, not you and me.” Muli 4 . 
EE A $ nothing seemed to bother him, but I wondered É 4 
Polaroids Sa although the constant viewing of the B91" 
AO MOUS depicting severed flesh did seem to diminish mY appt“ 


= 


m about the 
he captain: 
walked t0 





CHAPTER 12 


Once in my car, I let the air conditioning flow over me. I didn’t want 











cids were busy with summer activities and spending 
ning alone in the basement was not appealing. I drove 
ce. It was beautiful. The sun was starting to set and the 
worshipers catching the last rays. I decided to 
our. It was a lounge that catered to an eclectic 
evening, it would fill with a cross section of 
tation for treating coppers well. I entered 


me and broke from the group. 
often during my many trips 
k A 


xn jis 












Wet pager an hour or so about the job 
d Dah said she had to go home. 
a0 an te me 1 OY car?” she said tugging at my arm, Ņ, 
“ u 
pom n iai T ia ee Outside she i 


walked. This was 
ttention from th 
n about Jeff Was the a e Dahmer Cage 


for a conversatio 
ge aphrodisiac? 


some sort of stran 

The following morning I walke 
clerk told me the captain wanted to see me. I noticed that Murphy wa, 
not at his desk as 1 entered the captain's office. 

“You're late.” Domagalski said in his usual gruff voice. I tried to 


I was not used to the morning rush hour traffic and that I 


> Our 


“No, I’ve had enough.” 
mer until she 


the second time a woman cornere, 
Me 





d into the detective assembly ang 
a 



















explain that 
got caught in a jam, 
pointed to a stack of reports on his desk. 
These are inquiries from all over the country, 
Your boy has created quite a bit of interest. Everyone with 
homicide is looking to Dahmer for clearance. You guys w. 
question Dahmer about them all. I've already set up a task force to compile 
and answer them once you've interrogated him about each case.” 
] reached for the stackof reports but the captain said, “Not now. 
3 r = E his associate will be tied up until this afternoon: 
for Boyle’s n Meie ği talk with you but we're going t° 
talk with this morning. Murp piis I have someone that I want you i 
Go get a cup of ¢ Fi urphy is talking with him now and youre ne 
Porson” P of coffee and a hard roll. PI 1 he’s re 
for you, et you know when 
wa ked to the 


but he waved it off as if he were not interested. He 
and some from overseas. 


an unsolved 


ill have to` 


Boyle 







13 
aay 


io bar, grabbed a roll and a cup of coffee. I a 


» He went on to explain that the chief was worried that 


. . Wwe mi h t b 
ble assimilating all that we heard and saw regarding ae ca e 
se, 


next 


ving trou SI 
+ brome of Dahmer's insanity might rub off on us. 


Murphy laughed. “Hell, Kennedy, you're nuts anyway, 


it’s too late 
iiy » He explained that there was a shrink up on the seye 


nth floor in 
i conference room and that I should proceed there immediately, “Wait 


until you get a load of this guy,” he said as I got up and headed for the 
levator. 

_ The conference room was wood paneled and windowless with a large 
ectangular table surrounded by high back chairs and was used by the 
‘for staff meetings and press events. As I entered the room, I saw a 
e male seated at the head of the table. 


ello, Detective Kennedy, my name is Dr. Schuts, have a seat.” The 










was a small man in stature, almost petite. His hair was gray and 
| back; he was bespectacled, wearing a brown leather sport jacket, 
urtleneck sweater and beige pants. He was sitting with his legs 





nile and 
1. He explained that as 

































thing?” I told him that my children were more caught up int 


he exc} 
. . ife h d Citem 
of all the media attention; however, my wife ha some co 


ent 
Ncerns 
» > . 
“That’s understandable,” he said, handing me a stac 


kof stapled A 
ur when 


awate of the behavigy 
patterns.” I took the papers and paged through them. Ts thier ais 
4 


that’s on your mind now that you would like to talk ab 


. : di 
“Tm giving you a list of possible side effects that can Ban Pen, 


eo : ki People ate 
involved in traumatic situations. Look it over and be 


Out? Any trouble 
my head no, 


excitement myself 


cating? Sleeping?” I leaned back in my chair and shook 
“Not really Doc, I’ve been caught up in all the 


After all, this is an excellent Opportunity for my Career, so Tye bes 


focused on that. Besides, I have Murphy. He’s a Pro. We talk about 


everything throughout the day, and by the time, I go home, I’m pretty | 
well exhausted, So far so good.” 


The doctor spent the remaining half-hour explaining how sometimes 
events such as this do not become a stumbling block for those involved 
until after the event. He talked about post traumatic stress and its 


effects saying that many times people under stress of this type exhibit 


self-destructive behaviors, such as: overeating, drug and alcohol abuse, 


sleeplessness, sexual Promiscuity and so on. I sat patiently listening : 
the doctor finished and told him that I was somewhat familiar with i 
disorder. I would be on the lookout for any trouble. He handed p 
business card and told me to call him anytime — that the ai. 
ue handling the cost so I should not hesitate if I felt I was experien 


th 
to 
any trouble. I thanked him as I left and took the elevator back ah 


detective assembly. I walked to my desk where Murphy was ae 


his legs up and drinking coffee, | 
“Well, did 


” d with abe 
you get your head screwed on right?” he aske 
I sat 


down next to him, 
“Yeah, I think so, M 


an, that guy was a little weird looking 
I pulled out the list ofs 


had 
elf-destructive behaviors the docto! 
Murphy saw it and exclaimed, 


Jeh he gave me one of those. Hell, Pat, we already exhibit al] those 
K e 5 , 

sors. Twas glad to see that nothing was going to change.” We both 
iors. 


pehav. e statement, but I did secretly began to wonder if I would 


jughed an 


experience g i . 
Captain Domagalski broke the lightness of the moment. He walked 


nd dropped a stack of inquiries on my desk. 


y side effects from the whole situation. 


overt a . 
“Okay, fellas, these are from all over the place, including a few from 
Germany: I know that some of them are ridiculous, but we have to 


answer them all.” I picked up the stack of missing reports and photos. 
They were from just about every state in the union. Inquiries regarding 
body parts found in California, missing men from Illinois and mutilated 

women in Germany. Murphy felt it would be easier to answer all of these 

questions if we had a chronological timeline of Dahmer’s life. This would 
mean documenting the whereabouts of Dahmer throughout his thirty- 
one years. We would question Dahmer regarding his movements and 

locations, then cross-reference that with information provided by his 

father, mother, schools, friends, army officials, building superintendents, 
probation officers, employers and neighbors. Documents such as arrest 

records, army records, correspondence, transcripts and other paper trails 

would also be useful as far as filling in gaps. 

With this accomplished, we could eliminate many of the inquiries 
because Dahmer either never lived there or was not in the area at the 
time of the homicide in question. Murphy would undertake this task, and 
ftom then on, whenever we questioned Dahmer, he would meticulously 
'ecord the chronological record of his life. 

The department was inundated with calls regarding Dahmer and his 
+ ae callers stated that Dahmer buran the bones of i 
ica e a city, or had plastered them into the walls $ is 

be ae “i said they were LE al o Dahmer i ai 
= e Å- in the occult but the bulk of inquires Dan B g 

es of these people and reports regarding them arrived 







































even several letters addressed 
0 


re 

from all over the country. There w E fetter: e 
Jeff Dahmer, care of Milwaukee police. mer open 
3 . o their content. The case was be coming 


ce to determine? 
. nagined and I was glad that an 


n assigned to help us. 


these in our presen 


d than anyone 
ice officers had bee 


formed that Ms. Patrykus was waiting outside 
er to show her to the interrogation 


more involve 
of detectives and pol 


army 
rein 


After lunch, we We 
the assembly. We instructe 


room and we took the winding 
ahmet, 


door opened to reveal D 
holding a book. J questioned him about the book. 
wered. “It’s from the editor of Vanity 


“I got it today in the mail,” he ans 
n interview.” I took the book from his hand 


Fair magazine. They want a 
alked. It was titled, Killing for Company, 


and looked through it as we W 
and written by Brian Masters, an English author. It detailed the case of 


the U.K.’s Dennis Nilsen, who would kill people, dismember their bodies 
and dispose of them in plastic garbage bags. The incident happened 
England and came to light when large 
lsen’s apartment build 
discover several garbage 
m to fin 


d an offic 
maze to the county jail. The large metal 


standing next to a stout deputy and 


several years earlier in London, 
pieces of dismembered flesh began clogging Ni 
plumbing pipe. That eventually led the police to 
bags containing body parts. We entered the interrogation roo 
pair maitina pall handed her the book and mentioned BS 
interview request. She looked quickly through it. 
a ; pe t eae about an interview but I’ll give this to Mr. Boyle at dl 
4 ae all sat down and I pulled a fresh pack of Camels 1 
Murphy was aes his thanks, opened the pack and lit one © 
ae i g oe letters addressed to Dahmer. “Jeff, z 
es rity, Ive got some fan mail for you.” He | 
Dahmer quizzically picked y j 
photograph of young woman, early 1 onc and opened a 
posed in a rather seductiy pa. early shiaate | 
Oley. die ica ‘Ve position fell 
» she’s kind of attr 


} 
} 





omanin the picture stating that she wanted to correspond with 
e ; 
th [lowing the case every day and found Jeff fascinating 


from ad been fo 


pim- pt the letter 
e : i 
Dahm seat of the mail. It was more of the same. Some were from 


view or wanting to write his life story. Others 


down and looked at us in disbelief. We went 


n inter 
Tm inquisitive loonies hoping to be pen pals with a serial killer, 
n older woman in Montana who offered to help pay for his 
f all the correspondence, noting that 


One 


defense- Pa 
Mr. Boyle would b 


The remainder 
m all over t 
He studiously viewed e 
the desk and denying any involvement. 

After a while, he spoke up. “Look, I’ve told you already that the only 
es committed my crimes were in Bath, Ohio, Grandma’s in West 


e apartment. I’ve never even been to some 



























of the day we spent looking at photos of missing 
scons fro he country and preparing a chronological outline 
e 

very picture before placing them on 


of Jeff’ S life. 


plac 
Allis and in my Milwauke 
How could I be involved?” A pleading look of sincerity 


of these states. 
crossed his face and he turned to me for support. 


“Jeff, I believe you but if we don’t do this, there will always be 
accusations and questions,” I said, and Murphy agreed explaining 
that we still needed to eliminate him from these inquiries as part of 
the investigation. When his life timeline was complete, we could reply 
because we would know where he was, but if he wanted to tell his whole 
a ke the victims and clear his conscience, this was the only 
a ahmer picked up the photos with renewed determination and 

ES sorting through the pile. 

tw 
tough a i afternoon-and Wendy sighed, signaling that she had had 

r ; 
Ne got ip Ra Besides, there was only one cigarette left in the pack. 
Pan - 
dlked Patry left Dahmer in the room to finish his final smoke and I 
W “trykus to the door. 
you think?” I asked. She held up the pile of letters. 


“These are unbelievable! What kind of people want to be Pen pal 
with a guy like Jeff Dahmer?” She shook her head as she entered the 
elevator and disappeared behind the closing door. I returned to walk 
with Murphy and Dahmer back to the county lock-up. “We’ll see you 
tomorrow, Jeff,” I said as he waved goodbye and dutifully followed the 
deputy back into the jail. 

Murphy and I returned to our office and phoned in our reports. After 
reading them for accuracy, I took them to the captain and headed for 
the door. I noticed that Murphy was still dictating and figured that the 
chronology was taking the extra time. I was glad that he had volunteered 


to compile Dahmer's lifeline. Murphy was a tireless investigator and 


meticulous about details. He would spend many hours completing this 


task and I was grateful for his patience and camaraderie. He was still 


calling in his reports as he acknowledged my leaving, 


“See you tomorrow 
Pat.” 













CHAPTER 13 


se was empty. A note taped to the TV informed me that my 
the three children to her folks’ house for a couple of days. 
about their welfare and hoped to spare them some of 
Normally I would enjoy the peace and quiet whenever 
tor Se which seldom occurred, but tonight the lack 


pone. I eae a simple meal of bacon 


They inquiries were fresh 
iat hausted, it would 








found a stack of new photos. As I sorted through them, Murphy i 
through the door. 

“Hey, what’s going on in here?” He asked, noting the empty room, 
told him of the night’s activities and the reason everyone was gone. “We 
that’s their problem,” he said. “We've got our own case to worry about? 
The phone on my desk rang and picking it up I was informed, “the Prisoner 
is requesting you.” We made our way to the lock up where we found 

Dahmer and Patrykus waiting for us. Murphy lifted a pack of Lucky 
Strikes from his shirt pocket and Dahmer nodded his appreciation, Back 


Ame 



















in the interrogation room, Murphy went for coffee and rolls, I explained _ 
that today we would like to continue with the outside inquiries. There were 
over three hundred open homicide investigations sent to us from police 
departments throughout the United States. Most of theses included body 
parts or mutilation cases. Apparently, there were a lot of people getting 
away with murder. The chronological timeline of Dahmer’s life was 


almost complete and enabled us to dismiss the great majority as we could 


an almost workmen-like relationship existed. 


We started with a request from the Hollywood, Florida poli 
department, It was regarding Adam Walsh*, a six-year-old boy, who 
1981 had disappeared from a Sears store at a] 


a ocal shopping mall. Adani 
sad was the only body Part recovered and they were hot to develop 


Hollywood Police D oe 6 that he had no sexual attraction towards ch 
likely murderer of Walsh based on mei 


suspect, especially when they learned he had been in Florid 

- the time of Adam’s disappearance. That a severed head had ae 
= J to Jef only increased their interest to tie him to that case. 
= timeline had placed him in the Miami area after discharge 
A the army: What made the request interesting was the father of the 
tle boy: The work he had done connected to his son’s disappearance 


ind death turned the protection of children into a lifelong passion which 


an 
eventually led to work on a highly rated TV show: “America’s Most 


Wanted.” . 
J placed a photo of the little boy on the table. Dahmer picked it up 


Dahmer as a 

























sighed as soon as he saw it. 
5 a kid; I wouldn't hurt a little kid.” I reminded him of the fifteen 


-old he met at the bus stop. “Yeah you told me how old he was but at 
ne I thought he was of age. Besides, I’m not attracted to children.” 
e went on to reiterate that he knew what he did was monstrous and 
sh but that he was only attracted to men, not young or small boys. 
ed a sexually mature victim, someone who could give and 
asure. He seemed almost indignant at the suggestion that he 
cted to prepubescent children. I placed the photo back in its file 
urphy placed some pictures in front of him. They were a mixture 
d family photos gathered by the Dahmer Room detectives. 
pull from his cigarette as he picked up the stack and looked 
t each one before discarding it in silence. 
ved a moment and squinted. “This looks like the one I met 
guy.” I quickly sorted through the pictures provided 
esponding match. I handed it to Dahmer, who 





eeoa 
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$100 if he would let me take some nude pictures of him. He agreed a 


we walked to my apartment where we engaged in some light sex and] 
gave him the drink. Soon he was out and Í made love to him for aboutan 


I decided that I would kill him and used my hands to strangle 


hour or so. 
him until he stopped breathing. 


Murphy interrupted by placing t 
le, It depicted the victim straddled on his back over 


apartment on the tab 
the side of a bathtub. There was an incision made from the bottom of fe 


chin to the top of his genitals. The visc 
and laying, as if on display, on top of the torso. The colored Polaroid 


shocking. The moist, red entrails glistened, revealing the intestines and 


he Polaroid picture found in the 


era were pulled out of the bodi : 


internal organs. 

“What’s this all about?” Murphy said pointing to the ghastly 
Dahmer picked it up and shrugged. “I wanted a picture of his insic 
I placed him in the bathroom and cut him open. I pulled the visce 
his body with my hands. The look and feel of it gave me unbe 
pleasure and I masturbated and made love to him by placing my: 
it like having intercourse.” He took a long slow drag from hi 
without looking up as the rest of us sat in silence. We had identifie 
sixth victim. Murphy, serious as ever, finally broke the silence. 


Lunchtime came r 
2 hot plate for their sta z 


t would take up the next several days. She requested that we suspend 
ning until then. We agreed and I showed her to the door. At 
she mentioned that Boyle had requested a list of items 


tha 
ques estio 
the elevators, 

covered from Dahmer’s apartment and wondered when that would be 


> prilab. 
$ «J know they are working on it, Im sure it will be ready by the 

















time you return. ” I explained. My partner Dubis was charged with the 
‘tack of inventorying all items taken in the investigation. He was still 
sned to the third shift and I had not really talked with him since 
th ih of gr s arrest. He had a daunting task, ere requiring a 
or = d flesh from the basement drain P with the sledgehammer 
Srandma’s house and literally everything from the Oxford Arms 





identiary value. Anything thought to contain trace evidence, 
ng all the body parts, were transported to his office. The list was 
ng, There were ten skulls in all, one in the refrigerator, four in 


freezer, three painted in metallic colors and two that were 


family photos. The large blue hermetically sealed 
the bedroom contained severed human flesh and 
ered bodies covered in a solution of Muriatic 





















ining items; furniture, wall hangings, clothing 
The remain 


and miscellaneous odd 


6 | Section The most disturbing revelation was the numerous fillet 
tro. , 
: i 3 wrapped in individual zip-lock bags and neatly stacked in the 
es 
er compartment of Dahmer’s refrigerator. I was grateful to draw 
reez 


the interrogation part of this investigation. The thought of locating 


Person 
s and ends were placed in storage at the Prope 


documenting, collecting and transporting the gruesome assortment 
of evidence was more than distasteful. I could only imagine what my 
partner and the identification team encountered that first night as they 
scoured Dahmer’s apartment. 
I returned to find Murphy motioning me into the captain's office. 

“Sit down, Pat. I want to talk to you guys a minute.” Domagalski told 
us that the medical examiner identified the individually wrapped pieces 
of flesh as biceps, thigh, liver and heart. He continued that the utensils 


plates and broiler-adapter, all pointed to the conclusion that Dahmet 
must have been eating his victims. 



























CHAPTER 14 


[looked at Murphy and his eyes widened. I could feel my blood run 













cold. The medical examiner had found what appeared to be the markings 
of a tenderizing instrument on the pieces of biceps and thigh. The 
‘markings corresponded with a wooden meat tenderizer recovered from 
the scene. The paper-thin cuts of heart and liver all individually wrapped, 
‘made it look as though he was storing the “food” for later use. He wanted 
usto question Dahmer regarding this. I mentioned that Wendy had left 
P would dani return for several days. Boyle would certainly want her 


roiti ning. Domagalski tea and said that it 












ink of your boy now?” I didn’t know shine 


to 
if as well and we returned to the room, M sa 


Utph 


“So, what do you th 


I poured a cup for myse h 7 
handed the new stack of photos to Pehmenwno was smoking Contented 


uldn’t stop thinking about what the captain had told US and nf 
st 


Ico l 
rin a strange way because he interry t 
Pted my 


have been looking at Dahme 
thoughts. 
“Hey, 


must not have gotten enough slee 


through the photos, and within minutes stopped and placed one on the | 


table. 
“I think this is one.” Murphy quickly shuffled through the 


reports containing family pictures to find itş 


Pat, are you okay? You look kind of funny.” I told hin, that} 
p and that I'd be fine. He again looka 

































corresponding missing 
match. He handed it to Dahmer who looked at it intently. 

“Yeah, this is him.” I asked him what he remembered about this 
individual. He leaned back in his chair and gathered his thoughts. “Tm 
pretty sure that I met this guy in July 1990.” Murphy acknowledged that 
the report lists him missing on the July 14th. 

Dahmer continued. “I was at the Phoenix Tavern. I remember 
because he was not really my type, but he was extremely willing so 1 
offered him money to come home with me. He agreed and we took a 
cab to 25th and State. I remember that once we got to my apartment 
$ was all over me and we engaged in some mutual masturbation and 
i miih ashes and kissing. He performed oral a 

After he ne nished, I made him the drink with the Pa f i 
es ot I made love to him by anal intercourse and 
strangled him. I bought a small floor freezer about k befor that 

to store the body of my victims : sich Fae 5 mere. jt 
i | y victims if I was pressed for time or t00 © 

dispose of them right away. ‘This wae t eee ae 
body into it and eo ise | nie the first time I used it. i | 
and placed himine ma W weeks ibeforeilieut of 











n too hot because the skull started exploding so I had to th 
o throw 


have bee 
acid. I remember feeling the whole event was a waste of ti 
OF time 


keep anything of hi 
ge] couldn't keep anything o him and that was the whole point, 


pec 
to keep them with me. We had identified another victim. Dahmer took 


a deep breath and sighed. It was almost as if the retelling brought back 
his deep disappointment from the event. I stretched my legs and back 


while 
for the day. Murphy explained that we would not be able to talk to him 































Murphy restacked the photos. By now, it was time to call it quits 


for the next three days because Patrykus had other legal matters. A look 
of disappointment crossed Dahmer’s face as he stood up. 
“Well, can’t you guys come and get me to talk anyway?” I told him 


artment had given us time off as well, so we would all have 


that the dep 
to wait to resume the investigation. 

Dahmer, thinking of his smoking privileges, was noticeably unhappy 
but resigned to the situation. He would just have to sit it out until we 
returned. We walked back along the secure route to county lock-up and 
delivered him to the deputy waiting at the large metal door. Dahmer 
looked like a sad little boy as it closed behind him. Murphy and I returned 
to the detective assembly and called in our daily reports. 

Ireturned to the empty house and wondered what I would do with 
myself for the next few days. I prepared some dinner but before I could 
cat, the phone rang. It was a representative of The Oprah Winfrey show. 
She wanted to know if I would be interested in doing an interview. | 
Was flabbergasted and asked how she was able to get my unlisted phone 
timber, The voice on the other end of the line was polite and direct in 
her answer: 


« 
W : k. , 
ell, Detective Kennedy, you know, we have investigators too- Tm 


Not at |; : 
that liberty to say where we obtained your number; just suffice it to say 
wal We a ‘ling to 
i àre very much interested in your story and would be willing 

youi S 
` nadvance for an interview.” I advised her that I was under order 


the chief not to talk with anyone regarding the investigation and 




























hung up. The same conversation played out with two other bi 
m the Geraldo Rivera show and anoth S ovg 
er fro 


the next few days. One fro sos the 
i t ` 
gram pulled dasice Laiton: She “ast caller MENtiones 


Cou] 


newsmagazine pro 
they would be willing to pay 4 


not believe what J] was hearing an A ‘ I though 
about it though. At that time, Į was making about $50,000 a year a, 


was living comfortably, but with three kids in private Catholic school 
the offer was tempting: I finished my meal in front of the television a 
fell asleep after the late news. 

Back at work a few days later, the phone on my desk rang anda depa 
me that our boy was impatiently requesting to 
Murphy appeared, looking refreshed from his 


much as $30,000 for my time 
d flatly denied their requests, 


on the other end advised 
speak with me. Just then, 
days off and I told him Dahmer was waiting for us. Together we made 

k-up to retrieve him. 


our way to the county loc 
During the elevator ride I told Murphy about the phone calls, I 


received. “You didn’t say anything to them, did you?” Murphy said with 

concern in his voice. 

“Of course not, but what do you think about the cash offer?” Murph 

came to the same conclusion I did regarding the possible loss of a ca 

and we decided right there and then that no matter what happene 
the future regarding this case, we would confide in each other and 
in unison. The large gray metal door opened and there was D 

standing next to an older turnkey with a grizzled face. Dahmer hac 

smile on his face and it was obvious that he was glad to see US» if for no 

other reason than he was dying for a cigarette. 

“So, Jeff, how was it the last few days?” I asked as we rode the elevati 

w Sa Hine, se room. Dahmer mentioned that £ en ‘ 

] en route for meals and ; paipai ot 

o AAN ste various court appearances. He stated a 

eNe w who he was and what he had done. A f 





> 


mments Were threatening in nature. Dahmer stated that he wasn’? 
f m about it parnoted that many felt a great deal of hostility to o 
Maie we entered the interrogation room, we Ded that ke 
i already present. She said that my partner Mike had admitted = ia 
a of her on the table was a fresh pack of Camel straights. Dahmer 
a Be dged her presence, immediately opened the smokes an divers 
te leaned back in his chair and relished the tobacco he had been 
att over the last few days. 













n “Do we have any coffee?” he asked looking in my direction. I nodded 
dicated that I would get some. Murphy and I left Dahmer and 
sin the room and walked to the coffee bar. 

Il, how do you want to start it today?” Murphy said as he poured 
ps of coffee. “Do we start with the new stack of potential murder 
photos, or do we hit him with the cannibalism questions?” I 
my desk and picked up the fresh stack of police photos and 


/e have several good leads and family pictures that could be 
e how he'll react to the eating bodies questions.” Murphy 


p- 
























ned around Thanksgiving of 1987. Take ail 
0 


happe 
told Pat, that event hapP f people still missing from that time 


ice photos 0 
through these police p ; 
Dahmer picked up the stack of pictures and slowly looked through then 


He smoked and drank his coffee as he did so. tbe te through the 
stack, he placed them back on the table stating, “He’s not in there? | 
then handed him a fresh stack of photos that had been obtaineq from 
other still missing persons. ‘These people had neal 


family members of f 
amily police photos were available and tracking down the 


been arrested, so no ee 
i icti ible victi i 
families to get a picture depicting the poss ms likeness at the 


time of their disappearance was no easy task. Dahmer sorted through the 
photos nonchalantly. While taking a deep drag off his smoke he stopped 
and exhaled slowly while holding up a faded family picture. He dropped — 
the remaining photos and held up one in his hand. d 
“I think this is him.” The photo depicted a white male with light ` 
brown hair cut in the style of the eighties, with blue eyes and a pleasant 
expression. He was handsome and smiling. The picture was a typical 
family shot and showed a young man in the prime of his life. 
“What can you tell me about him?” Dahmer asked. Murphy said that 
he was reported missing on November 20, 1987 and that he was not 
originally from Milwaukee, but had recently moved here from the Upper 
Peninsula to attend college. Dahmer nodded as he looked at the picture: 
Murphy continued, “He was last seen leaving work at the George Web p's 
downtown.” Dahmer’s eyes widened at the mention of Webb’s, a local 
Biasy spoon, quite popular in Milwaukee. 


Grandma 

Th ati Wanted privacy, he would rent a room early Fri 

ce ie Bay bars in search of a companion. 
iready received a Prescription for the 


ging his lovers. He figured that by the time he met this guy 
jadal eady used the hotel and the Halcyon approximately five or ay 
he men with no negative repercussions. 


simes 0n various a 

uhe mention of George Webb’s rings a bell,” Dahmer said. He went 
e how he was at C 
e hotel after the bar closed. He again studied the picture. 


im, I’m sure of it. I remember that I met him and we seemed 
away. I didn’t even have to offer him money or anything. 
artner and now I remember he mentioned that he 
» Dahmer continued that the victim and he 
although they were both already intoxicated, 
coke, and Halcyon. He stated that they 
bed and began hugging, kissing 
fell asleep. He stated that he 

ith the guy while he was in 


tell lub 219 when he met this guy and invited him 
pack to th 
“yeah, that’s h 
to hitit off right 
He was 4 willing P 
worked at George Webb's. 
ei cab to the hotel and 
sade him the drink of rum, 
, took off their clothes, got into 
utual masturbation when the guy 
ued to drink and had anal intercourse w 

ug induced state. Dahmer stopped and looked me in the eye. 
remember I told you about it. I must have got too drunk 
ed out. I don’t know what happened, but I must have killed him, 
when I woke up the next morning, there was blood dripping 
his ribs and chest were all sunken and looked 

















at, you 


1 his mouth, and 
d. There was blood and marks all over his chest and my forearms 


swollen and bruised. I already told you how I went back to the 
bought the suitcase to get him back to Grandma's. I stored him 
cellar until my family left and Grandma was out of the house. 
te cool air of the fruit cellar would slow the decomposition 

rand keep it from rotting until I could get to it,” Dahmer 


illing I felt that my conscience was severed. I had tried 
s first one back in Bath but I couldn't do it 


































; AF ment floor over t : 
compulsion. I laid him on the base he drain, | Severed 
Ld 


the flesh from his body with a knife and placed it in plastic Barbag 


€b 
asturbated several times dy, ags, 
1 


I remember being so excited that I m 


n 
bones and disposing of the body, Hj, B the 


process of smashing up the i Was th 
first head I kept. I boiled it in a solution of water and Soilex; then | use 


straight bleach on it, wrapped it in a blanket and kept it in the fruit cellar 


I remember that I returned to masturbate with it about a week later an 


noted that the bleach had broken down the bone structure, causing i 
to become very brittle, so, I smashed it up with the sledgehammer and 
threw it in the trash.” 

Dahmer sat there staring off into space as if he were reliving his 

experience. Patrykus cleared her throat, breaking the silence. 
“Jeff, you said that it was an overwhelming compulsion. Did you hear 
voices? Was there something telling you to kill? Was it the devil” 
Murphy and I looked at each other. This was the first time the devil was 
mentioned and it was easy to see where Patrykus was going with this line 
of questioning—insanity defense. Dahmer pulled another cigarette from 
the pack and lit it up. It appeared as if he were formulating his answer. 
“I never heard voices. It possibly could have been the devil. I dont 
know, but I do know that at the time I formulated my decisions 
kill, thoughts of the devil never entered into it. I knew something was 
ee me z ate I figured that it was my own selfish, sick ne ed 
yself in this way. I just don’t know.” 
na i his answer down in her note pad as we sat in silence 
Mees i moke curl above Dahmer’s head. We had identifie 
eighth victim, By this time Dahmer inch ETE 
ball Paseo i a icigoh a ee 
would be back this afternoon and got up t°% 


quality of food served by the county to its į 
such starchy fare and said so. 


d about the 
ystomed to 
do you think about Wendy’s question regarding the deyit» 
put down his fork and pondered the query for a 2 


nmates, He 
was W0C“ 

«What 
* my Dahmer 


pefore answering: 
«you know Pat, I wondered about that, especially during the time | 


F Grandma's, but I never heard voices or tried to invoke Satan. I 
member thinking that I was just selfish. I wanted to satisfy my own 
yal urges. There was no thought about the men I encountered except 
E [ would convince them to come with me.” He dug back into 
ate of beef, mashed potatoes, gravy and peas. I peeled my orange 
hile we sat in silence. After eating, I took Dahmer’s tray and left him 


I 
d 


















; * joy his after-meal smoke. I walked over to Murphy’s desk where he 
ng over the medical examiner’s report on the body parts found 
| ally wrapped in the freezer. 

‘Well, how are we going to handle it, Murphy?” I asked. He put 


) the report and we walked back to the interrogation room to 
ani iar ot chair with his feet up on the table. He 



















ing along okay, didn't you?” D amscnseagerly answered 
we oan guys have been great to me. I told you tha bef 
“Yeah, Pat, Le Pm being interrogated.” I pl i 
es I don’t even feel like I'm being 8 Placed my hang 


d continued. “Good Jeff, because we want yo, to f 
on Dahmer's arm an eel 


in everything and not hold anything back” Dak 
that you n fora look of disdain, finding none he responde a 
an “4 < lied to you about anything.” I continued. 
ae ks that you lied to us, pr sae ce think that You haye 
told us everything that we need to know.” Dahmer’s ey ie widened and 
he sat straight back in his chair. Murphy placed the medical examiners 
report down on the table and began. 
“Jeff, what I have here isa report from the medical examiner regarding 
the contents found in the freezer of your refrigerator.” Dahmer let outa 
n his chair with his head down as Murphy went on, 


te 


Sometim 


er 


sigh and sunk i 
“It says here, Jeff, that they found a number of items in there that need 


some further explanation.” Dahmer continued to look at the floor 

motionless and silent. Murphy opened the report and waded through a 

few pages before continuing. ’ 
“Tt says here Jeff that inside your freezer, were a number of individually 


and thigh have very distinctive markings on them which correlate with 
the wooden meat tenderizing utensil found in your kitchen.” Dahmet 
Temained motionless, his cigarette burning unattended in his har ib 
reached over and touched his shoulder once more 
Jeff, ou h : l n 
h you have to believe what I told you on that first night that we 
c 


. together. There is nothing that you can tell Murphy or I th 
E€ our opinion of you. We've 


We realize that the dinli gotten to know and ancept yo 


ompletely honest with us if you really want to put this thing behind 
and move on with your life. Besides, if you don’t tell us something ie 
: an 


we learn about it from another source, than it leads us to believe that 
w you 


„ave not been telling the truth all along. Don’t you see, Jeff?” 
rd drag off his cigarette and held it in for an unusually 


have 
Dahn er took a ha 
time before exhaling. Murphy pulled his chair so close to Dahmer 


Jong 

that he was damn near in 
«Come on Jeff, tell us, 
Dahmer pulled back in his chair an 
ied my face intensely as if he were 
iberately tried to keep an air of accep 
“Jeff, it’s okay, we know. It’s going to be 
an d tell the truth, that’s all we ask.” 
d forward in his chair, 


crushed it with his foot. With his head s 


y audible response. 
“Yes,” Murphy didn’t move and was $ 
f, what did you say? You’ve been eating them h 
jin leaned back. 
Ihave, well, I mean, not all of them, just a few.” I again put my 
Dahmer’s shoulder. 
re?” He looked at me pleadingly. 
smooth. I didn't 































his lap. 

youve been eating these guys, haven't you?” 
da look of terror came over him. He 

a child waiting to be reprimanded. 
tance and calm as I spoke. 

all right. Just be honest with 


st 
id 


dropped his smoke to the floor 


Jahmer leane 
till lowered, he let out a 


till in Dahmer’s space. 
avent you?” Dahmer 


Vhy didn’t you tell us this befo. 


don’t know, I mean, everything was going so 
oa md, Ge the javeatigation: Besides 


ow what you would thi 





it seemed like 


ak of me fI 











CHAPTER 15 


Murphy pushed his chair back to give Dahmer some room. 
“Aw, fuck those guys Jeff, they try to make everyone look bad. Look how 
they talk about the cops. I don’t let them bother me and neither should 


you. They don’t know all the circumstances like we do, so fuck ‘em!” I 














agreed with Murphy and stood up to announce that I was going for some 
more coffee. Dahmer held up his cup. 

‘Td like some more if it’s okay?” I nodded, and took his cup and 
quickly retrieved the coffee and returned to the room. After everyone 
had sipped their brew, Dahmer took another smoke out and lit up. 

"Okay. When did all this begin?” Murphy asked in his most 


Tonchalant tone. 


4 Well, the first time I tried it was with the guy I met at Club 219. I 
Con 


2 


i tthink we have him identified yet. At least I haven't seen his picture. 

did take a few quick Polaroid photos of him though.” 
l interjected, “When did you meet this guy?” Dahmer went on to tell 
it was tight after he had finished serving his time for an earlier 
Doe tiation had shown that he was arrested in September of 
°8 for Second Degree Sexual Assault, He had met a young Asian boy 


Stand Avenue Mall and convinced him to accompany him home 


YS that 


for some cocktails and nude photos. The young lad accepted his o 

went to Jeff’s first Milwaukee apartment y fe N. 24th -4 There he tal 
$50 for posing nude and the two began drinking rum and coke. Dy " 
stated that the boy was kind of young fos not very a matu 

when he was through taking the Polaroid photos he let him go. 
Unfortunately, for Dahmer, when the i returned home and his 
folks saw that he was drunk, they ċalled the ry ‘The boy eventually leg 
them back to Dahmer’s apartment where the police found the Polaroid, 


and he was arrested. He was subsequently sentenced to a year under the 















county work release program and five years probation. After his Telease, 

he moved into the 924 N. 25 Street apartment. Dahmer continued that di 
the first time he tried human flesh was in May of 1990. Murphy handed 
him the stack of photos recovered from his apartment. He sifted through í 
them and pulled out nine pictures ofan African American male in naked 
poses. He was dead. There were a few that showed the victim in various. 
stages of being dismembered. One in particular was of the guy’s hea 
It was freshly severed, and placed on the kitchen table. The picture was 
disturbing. It was a side view with the victim’s eyes and mouth wide op 


“This is the guy. I remember because 
said “CASH D? | 


d. 


en 


he had a tattoo on his chest that 





Je him like the others, the Suy started t 
to strangle ber, Pat, the guy I told you about t 

eae dee artery? Well, this is him,” 
knife in he victim’s head that clearly showed a 
ad = er continued that he felt it was ash 
neck. Da rate if he let him live he would wa 
guy por : i and surely leave. Dahmer wanted 
attack SR he began to dispose of the body, 
‘a lean, muscular build of the guy that 

e long, 

l the guy you found in the file cabinet? D 
he had carefully filleted the flesh, separated the he 
them in the solution of Soilex and hot water. Th 
great and when he was finished, he could actually 
back together. The head was one of the painted s 


hesitated a moment and stared off into space. 


© wake y 


hat I ha 





















Pand Struggle. 
d to stab With my 
He Pointed to a P 
gash to the right sid 
ame that he had to 
ke up and be angry, 
to keep him with 
he became SO tur 


decided to keep 


aroid 
€ of his 
Kill this 
Possibly 
him. He 
ned on by 


his whole 


ahmer described how 
ad and bones, boiling 
e skeleton turned out 
put the guy completely 
kulls we found. Dahmer 


“That’s when it happened. I began to feel that I needed more of a rush, 
Ithought to myself, I want more. I wanted to keep this one but I ae 
him in me. I wanted him to become part of me. That's when a idea of 
eating part of his body occurred to me. So, I severed his biceps, which were 
beautiful. I also took his thigh and his heart. 

Dahmer said that he ate the heart first. “It tasted spongy.” He ibe, 
took a bite of the thigh, but it was so tough that he could hardly chew it, 


so he b ought some meat tenderizer to use on the biceps. I cong hardly 
contain myself | 

"Meat ten detizer? How did you prepare it?” Dahmer drew po 
Cigarette from the pack and matter-of factly described how he ir Fa 
Atle ooking oi] in a skillet and lightly fry the body parts until me 
te ‘Sometimes heii add onions and mushrooms for meet ii 
_ y interrupted, “What did it taste like?” Dahmer exhaled as he 
~Weted. 





























“Tt tasted like a fine cut of meat, like a filet mignon,” My, 


16 Jetting what 
speechless for a while X 
smoked his cigarette. A knock on the door broke the silence, “aly 


aide popped in and handed Murphy a stack of police Photos. Policy 
Before he left I mentioned, “Hey, run the name Cash D”, 

alias and see if we have a photo.” The aide nodd ; the 
e 


We handed the photos to Dahmer ang n and 
Ban to 


r Phy 
we heard sink in, as Da ad 


computer as an 
left without a word. 


sort through them. He picke | 
to tell when matching them with Dahmer’s own photos, Pe, a 
C 


at the door revealed the same police aide with a photo and runoff shes 
regarding a “Cash D.” Murphy took the photo and handed it to D ah 
“That's him.” Dahmer placed the police mug shot next to his y 
t was a perfect match. We had identified our ninth 


dout a couple of possibilities, but it wash 
as ard 


Polaroid photo. I 
victim. We all sat quietly as Murphy stacked the unidentified photos, ] 


watched Dahmer as he smoked contently, obviously glad that the new 
revelation had not changed the nature of the interrogation. There wasa 
slight knock at the door and when it opened there stood Patrykus with 
an arm full of files. 
“Tm sorry, guys, but I couldn't get out of court. Did I miss anything?" 
Dahmer stared straight ahead, barely acknowledging her presence. 
Murphy looked at me with a smile. 

“Oh, just the usual, we did identify another victim though, why don't 
you come with me and PI fill you in.” 
The two left the room, and Dahmer and I sat looking at each other: He 
appeared to be searching my face for a look of disappointment. J smiled 
at him. 

“Geez Jeff. Why didn't you tell me this before?” He put out hi 

Pn H floor and immediately grabbed another from the pack. te 

a I mii I figured it wasn’t all that ses i vi 

was afraid you would be disgusted with me*" g 

whole thing off. I rae petit $ ee spare ™ 
> tat, 1 guess 1 aiso ' 


ș smoke 





family from the pruesomeness of my acts, | 
d D. S 


anyway. The press has smeared my crimes 
to live with it.” He fumbled with his ciga 


€ € n 


al 
all over the Place, Py] just 


Ow 


have 
tette and sighed, l pushed i 


chair back from the table. my 
“Don't worry about it Jeff. Besides 
i » you heard Murphy, fuck those 
py | 


It was after four and I stood up telling Dahmer that I 
check on his return time with the county. I left the room a 
the detective assembly. There I saw Patrykus sitting at 
Her eyes were blinking almost uncontrollably as Murp 


Was Boing to 
nd walked to 
Murphy's desk. 


hy repeated Jeffs 
most recent revelation of having cannibalized several of his victims. | 


walked over and sat down. “Well, what do you think?” I asked. Patrykus 
shook her head. “I don’t know what to think,” she finally said. 
Í We continued giving her the details as she wrote the main points in 
“her notebook. When she was finished, we decided to call ita day. Patrykus 














Menis 


withtwo different psychiatrists the next day and there would be no time for 
interrogation. She asked if we could resume on the day after. We escorted 


but that he should call for us on the following day. Dahmer acknowledged 
and we all traveled the route to the county lock-up. 
As the large metal door opened and the deputy took Dahmer in tow, 
Mu hy said, “Good job today, Jeff, we'll see you in a day or so.” Dahmer 
and waved as the clanking metal door closed behind him. 
hat was a hell of an afternoon, Pat, good job. I didn’t know if he 
vould have copped to it all like that if Patrykus would have been in the 
what do you think?” I told him how Dahmer said that he was 
would disown him or something if we found out. “I wonder if 
thing else he hasn't told us?” Murphy said as we entered 8 
as eee not yet caught him in a lie. He wasnt 































he information, but when we Pressed h; 
Im 


always forthcoming with t 
th the truth and an explan ti 
o 


something he always came out wi i ‘a 
known living people in the stacks we s -We 
ç 


even placed pictures of 
e would pick out one and claim it a 
Sa vi 


to identify, just to see ifh 

We were able to substantiate t 
he had told us so far was the truth. 
everything, but when faced with pointed questions he always answered 
truthfully. 

We called in our day's reports and after checking them, handed them 
to the captain. “Well, we're halfway there gentlemen, nine down eight tg 
go,” Domagalski said, answering his ringing phone. I walked to my car 
and drove home with visions of sizzling oil and skillets rolling around 
in my brain. The colored Polaroids depicting severed flesh, red and 
glistening, did look like something from the meat section at the grocery 
store and I wondered if I would become a vegetarian after all of this. 


him 
aR ctim 
hrough our investigation, that everythi } 

in 


He may not have willingly tolg 
Us 


Murphy and I had spent the next day organizing our reports and 
meeting with the shrink. This time it was a psychiatric social worker, She 
was a huge woman with short curly hair and large rimmed glasses. She 
gave us more of the usual information regarding possible psychological 
problems that could arise from being involved in this type of investig 
Murphy and I made fun of the so-called experts assigned to make 
we were all right and wondered who was in charge of hiring 
individuals. Atany rate, we sat through their sessions and politely a 
their suggestions of expressing our feelings, exercising, eating 1 

getting enough sleep. I never mentioned the cool relationship ` 
oni and our troubles at home, I didn’t want anything to jeopa 
involvement and feared the captain would make a change in the 

id a‘ ag of any personal problems. My evenings at 

E arpa Air eating, the kids returned to $ 

dol enti herself in homework or 2 


uld work out and catch a classic MOvie until jt 

A 1 CO 

ys | ` 

for bed. | ing morning I sat at my desk and dutiful 
The -iih A few grizzled old detectives made 

shif roll f a investigation in order to get out o 7 

Pa sandbagging hes desk rang informing us that our star witness Was 

phone on NA v4 to the county jail to retrieve Dahmer ne 

ing, We procee d the deputy stoo 

& P he door opened, Dahmer an 

er day. As the 

Eo hall back to the elevator and I said, “It doesn’t N 

p y ty have much to say to each other.” Dahmer shoo 

and the depu 


Was time 


y listened to the 
















comments about 


f real police work, 


begin 


silent 


he only 

here. You guys are t 

) talks to me over t 

o on normal human being.” Murphy and I looked 
ig r- = 3 ning, before entering the interrogation room. 

ier, silently grinning, 


iv and have 
‘ have given us 

vorking with the dates you 

been working wi 


5 | 
ing men for you to look at. Dahmer sat down and relaxed 
z men for you to lo 


ols on the table. Dahmer’s eyes lit up. “Menthols 
= t one up. 





five others before his last victim escaped and brought police back 
tO the 


apartment. 

“Things were a little hecti 
sipped his coffee. He picked up the stack and began looking d 
ok out her notebook and prepared to write when Dana i 
down a family picture and then picked up the stack of his own Poles hi 
After a minute, he laid down a surreal looking Polaroid Photo of a 
to be two bodies lying in a bathtub headless and on a 


c there at the end,” Dahmer replied 
ied gg 


Patrykus to 


appeared 
each other. They were in various stages of dismemberment. The flesh was 


severed from the arms legs and trunk of the bodies with bone pecking’ 

through the gristle. He placed it next to the family picture. Y 
“The one on top is this guy.” He then pointed to the family photo and 

looked at me. “He’s the one in the ice box.” I recalled the indescribable f 3 l 













I felt on the night I opened the refrigerator door. The victim’s s 
look immediately returned to my mind’s eye. The family picture 


good likeness and I wondered why I didn’t recognize him myself wi 


in the cleaning up and disposal of my victims. At the time I met this 
guy, there was already a previous victim soaking in a solution 
Soest and water in my bathtub. I would sometimes do 
Hales to cut up the bodies at night. This seemed to slow d own the 
Our a reduced the smell, which was a constant probl 

nt, as well as neighbors concern 


smells coming from his 
; apartm i 
in the 900 block of N. i ents Debra stata ne 


ase and showed him some of his work. In fact, D 
p fessional glossy magazine photo of the lean and m 
a im ftom the apartment. He went on that he offered t 
| me to his place and let him take a few pictures of him in the nud 
was more then willing and brought his modeling portfolio ae 
the two walked the few blocks to Dahmer’s apartment where he 
“ concoction of rum, coke and Halcyon. After he drank the » 
they engaged in some kissing and hugging until the victim Passed * 
Dahmer said that he couldn't believe his luck, as this guy was an 
attractive and he wanted to keep him alive longer. He preferred a live 
tner and enjoyed lying with a warm, docile, breathing body. 
“J had purchased some chloroform earlier with the idea of keeping 
them alive but unconscious longer. I placed a cloth over his face and 
red some chloroform on it. It didn’t seem to work as well as I thought 
[had to strangle him.” 
took several Polaroid photos of this victim, both before and after 


ubis recovered 
uscularly built 


his guy $100 to 





















berment. He placed the victim’s head in a box and put it in the 
r. As he spoke, my mind returned to the night we met, and 
elming rush of fear that gripped me. It was funny that I now 
o the perpetrator of that fear as if we were old friends. He took 
otos of the guy handcuffed and lying on his stomach. One in 
depicted the victim hanging from a black strap attached to 
faucet in his bathroom. The victim’s flesh had been stripped 
torso. This cadaverous picture revealed two other 










































this victim’s heart and placed it in the refrigerator to eat late 

was so enamored of the guy that T bu 
He mentione 
it for flavor. As he spoke 


t that , 
d that it tasted good and that $ UP ang 
e adde 

d 


he severed his right bicep Gi 
> Iried 


ate it immediately. 


some onions and steak sauce tO fia 
, y Mind’, 
e 


in the box caught my atten. 
interior door rack held several ¢ ng but 


ments, 


returned t 
I remembered that the 
ketchup, 
arrative when Murphy asked. 


the bottom was already there in th 
e tub 


now 
including steak sauce, 
still writing down his n 
“Well, Jeff, if this guy on 
when you brought home this last one, 
he Polaroid and studied it. 


before.” Dahmer took t 
“Yes, the guy on the bottom is the second guy I met in Chicag $ 
0, 


mustard and mayonnaise. Patryk 
as 


you must have met him short} 
y 


Murphy's eyes widened. 
“Good, I have a stack of 

police.” He left the room to retrieve t 

had been doing on Dahmer’s chronologica 


The carefully detailed description of victims, 
places and dates, was now proving to be invaluable. The Chicago police 


to reduce the number of possible victims in much the same way 
ctures of possible victims.’ 


pictures that arrived from the Chicago 
he photos. The extensive work he 
1 timeline was about to pay off 


along with possible times, 


were able 


we did and sent numerous police and family pi 
asked Dahmer about his excursions to the “windy city.” He initially wet 
to Chicago because complaints about him possibly drugging patrons 
the bathhouses in Milwaukee made him unwelcome there. He got h 

ouses by reading local § 


information about the various bars and bathh 


magazines and papers. He went on to detail his activities stating that 
nd always rode 


had visited Chicago about ten or eleven times 4 
While there, he usually went to Boy's Town, an area on CE 




































the males he spent time with in Chicago were i 
str 
ds. He never left the gay area or accompani ictly one 


ed them 
: to person, 
artments but conducted his activities in Personal 


the bathhouses. He 


denied © Chicago, H 

ath ; i : 170: © stated 
fl i eal occasions he used his sleeping pills in the TUM concoctio 
ons n to 


grug his BY pick-ups. He related that one of these was a tall Black male 
„ho realized that something was wrong and accused him of putting 
rugs in his drink. An argument erupted and before the guy left, he 
anched Dahmer in the face, bloodying his nose. His victim must not 


have complained because bathhouse managers and Chicago police never 


night jo 


es of aP ae am 
hom ommitting any homicides while in 


questioned him. 

Murphy returned to the room, interrupting the story. He had 
, handful of pictures from the Chicago PD. He set them down and 
Dahmer dutifully began to sort through them. Regarding the victim on 
the bottom in the bathtub Polaroid, he stated that he had gone to Chicago 
to take in the Gay Pride Parade. While there, he went to Carol’s Bar on 
Wells St. to have a drink. He struck up a conversation with a mixed race 
male and the two seemed to hit it off. 

“I told him I was from Milwaukee and invited him to return with me. 
Iwas surprised because I didn’t offer him any money and we took the 
Greyhound together.” They spent the whole evening making love to each 
other. He described this as both oral and anal sex. 

“This was unusual. I’m not particularly fond of receiving anal sex. It 
can be painful but this guy was so willing and eager that I let him have 
his way” He hesitated for a moment. “You know Pat; it was almost like 
normal telationship. The next morning we went out to breakfast and 
‘hen spent the day walking around downtown and drinking beer. We 
Bills Sad or ee andi started to think that maybe this one 
i cigarette in Dahmer’s hand was spent 
"a AGO ot. He sighed aloud 


























“The next morning he mentioned his job and that he would haye to 
I remember the disappointment I felt, realizing that I could never 
normal relationship. So I made him the drink.” 

He separated one of the Chicago pictures and placed it on thet 
“This might be him. I think he said that he was Puerto Rican and Jewish» 
Then he pulled several photos from the stack of Polaroids. One depict 

a man’s severed head lying in a bathroom sink. It was face up and his e 
stared back with a blank expression. 

“Yes, I’m sure of it, that’s him.” Murphy picked up the two pictures 


It was easy to see that they were a match when you held them side by side 


I “tty, 
have, 


able, 


for comparison. Murphy began to record the accompanying information 
regarding the victim’s name, date of birth and address as Dahmer 
continued. 
“I really didn’t want to kill this one, but I had to because he was going 
to leave and I wanted to keep him with me. I took these Polaroids of him, 
placed his head in the freezer and severed the flesh from both guys in the 
bathtub. I threw the flesh into the trash and put their skeletons into the 
fifty-seven gallon drum filled with Muriatic acid.” He looked at Patrykus 
as he finished but she was engrossed in writing his story and didn’t notic 
Itwas lunchtime and Dahmer’s hot plate from the county jail was w 
outside the interrogation room door. Patrykus excused herself sa 
she would return in an hour. Murphy left to contact the Chica 
and advise them that we had cleared up one of their missing report 
was now a homicide, 
I grabbed my lunch and returned. I have a brother who live 
the Big Island of Hawaii and had recently written me a letter sen 
as I placed the bunch 
the table, Dahmer stopped and stared. 
and I said sure. He picked E 
they held a remarkable resem 


of five sr 
He ig iske: ed 


| 





EF Muriatic acid for a while. He placed the banana in 
peen e „nd chewed. “It’s not bad.” We spent the remaining lunch 
is mout and dis cussing the quality of county cuisine. We chatted 
pore? aes, the give and take of conversation was normal. An outside 
j aid detect no sinister monster engaged in evil, just a regular 
obs Be xing food, what he liked and didn’t like to eat. 
Ua Patrykus and Murphy returned and we all sat around the table 
cies fnished his after-meal smoke. We again turned our attention 
4 Rio f photos provided by the Chicago police. As Dahmer looked 


TO | 
uM 



















h them, he recalled that the first victim he met in Chicago was 
week or two before the last victim he identified. He remembered 
Pic had spent the evening in Boy’s Town, but was unsuccessful in 
ding a partner for the night. He decided to return to Milwaukee. It 
d that gay men frequented the bus terminal and he noted one 
imply hanging around. 

started a conversation in the men’s room and proceeded to the 
coffee. He felt the guy was willing, so he offered him money 
th him back to Milwaukee for a night of sex and possibly 
photos. The victim agreed and they purchased a bottle of 
on the ride. At this point Dahmer picked up one of his 
| photo of a Black male, naked and handcuffed behind his 
standing and looked like he was leaning against the wall 






ck and lit it, 


























ging and kissing while the victim de 
, After h d 
concoction of rum and Fipleyon: pater he passed out, Dahme, Place 


the handcuffs on him and took some bondage photos. He then used 
revious photos to hang his victims from the sh the 


guy engaged in some hug ank d 


strap shown in p 
de-fleshing, to strangle t 


and fell asleep on top of him. H 
nd the victim was stiff as a board. 


id th i Ower for 
he guy. He said that he was tired from drink 
ng 


e awoke several hours later to find i 
that 


rigor mortis had set in a 
«J don’t know, I guess I was playing around with his body and decide 
eaii Totis surprise, the rigor made it possible for bil $ 
lean the victim against the wall. It appeared as though he were alive a 
posing for the bondage picture. I picked up the Polaroid and looked r, 
it closely. A more intense study of it revealed that the victim’s eyes were 
closed, and his face was expressionless, yet he was standing with his arms 
handcuffed behind his back leaning against the wall as though he a 
alive. Dahmer again turned his attention to the stack of police and family 

| pictures from Chicago. After a few moments he picked out a police nun 
shot and corresponding family photo. | 
He laid these two next to his own Polaroid saying, “That’s himd 
Murphy recorded the latest victim’s personal information as Dahmet 
recalled severing his head and placing it in the floor freezer along 
several others. His plan was to boil all the heads he kept. He places 
the bodies he'd de-fleshed in the blue drum to dissolve. We had noy 
identified our tenth, eleventh and twelfth victims. Murphy s ood Up 
stating that he would make the call to Chicago and inform them of the 
newest identification. He remarked, 


“I hope those Chicago cops appreciate that we're clearing UP 
case load for them,” 








CHAPTER 16 


axed by leaning back in his chair. I asked, “Jeff, how 
r victims? Was it random chance, just 


He stated that race, religion, 
























Dahmer rel 
did you 8° about choosing you 


» 
= anyone that would talk to you, Or what? 
thnic background or education did not matter to him. He did have an 
e! 


ideal body type in mind though. He explained that he was attracted to 
handsome young men with long, lean, muscular bodies. 

“Basically though, it all boiled down to opportunity.” He described 
how he would cruise the bars, bookstores, or the mall looking for a 
suitable conquest. “I would watch them for a while first to see if they 
noticed me or not. Sometimes they did and it was easy to strike up a 
conversation. 

d Other times I would wait to see if they were alone before I approached. 
pen the bar was closing would usually be a good time. ‘The bars would 
A out and everyone seemed to be looking for a partner. I never tried 
e m Eas They were all more than willing to come home 
ie, me I did pee them money for their company.” 
dvit speaking, I recalled the many nights in uniform I 
“sing time. Men wie ee the crowd gathered along the gay strip at 
en of every age and race mingled and conversed outside 































The area became 4 veritable parking lot, fille 3 


the taverns. 
of a pick-up. Dahmer was 4 


driven vehicles in hot pursuit 


described the scene. 
“I really enjoyed all the campy behavior. The transvestites , 


queens gave everything 4 carnival-like atmosphere and 


another world.” He remarked how this added to his secret 


feeling of having a power of invincibility. 
I came and went as I pleased. No one seemed to notice theg th 
came with me or questioned their disappearance. Each time ] eal t 
J felt more powerful. I was in charge of my own little universe ] began 
to feel as if I couldn't get caught, that I had some evil power protect 
me. I know it sounds weird but there were so many times | thought val 
be found out but it didn’t happen. No one knew, no one asked, no or a 
cared.” I pressed him on this point and he detailed a litany of times th M 
he fooled authorities. 
“The first time was in Bath. That cop had me cold, with the guy all cut 
up in bags, resting in the back of my dad’s car. Then there was my first 
one here in Milwaukee, the one in the suitcase. Who would believe that 
the cab driver helped load the guy? I ate Thanksgiving dinner with my 
family that day knowing the dead man’s body lay in the fruit cellar. When 
Grandma complained of the smell coming from the basement, I app sed 
her with tales of a full cat liter box and poured gallons of bleach dow 
the basement floor drain to dilute the odor. One time as my father an 
stepmother were visiting, Grandma mentioned that I was throwing larg 
garbage bags of something into her trash bins. My father investi 
and found some of the bones I had pulverized. He questioned me 
[hin ad dee! pune ny erin in the BORN 
dead animals, He bought t, When T eut up the bodies, would gi" 


ith sov 
beat as h 
£ 
; nd dy 
it seemed iy 
and gave hima 


r s 
I was part of it but anonym 
Ous, 


in Chicago, killing all my fish. ] ey 
while I was d fish. He told me to throw everything 
with the dea s trying to eliminate the odor with fan 
on, J was - mer claimed, and then continued, 
fresheners. was the judge who let me out of jail befo 
“Then E taking pictures of that young Asian b 
was as write a letter to the judge, asking 
told me you 


€n showed him the bucket 
out and from then 
S, Cleansers and air 
re my Sentence 
oy. My cellmate 


for leniency and 
had learned your lesson. He seemed knowledgeable 
ou 
ining how y 
explai 


rs, so I asked him to compose one Ss me. see 
about such i A Although my parole officer said i ee Ba 
and I was e apartment, she never did. When I met wit ae 
random aa e and tell her what she wanted to hear. I was req 
would play epe 
















drinki blem. He would 
with hologist because of my drinking pro a oo 
oo. on syche but like the probation agent, ae: 
i 
E e s 4 hear.” As he spoke, I recalled my own enf 
> wanted to ° 
hin what he an 


P 

ied to get me to open u 

iatrist and how they trie l h 

hiatrist an y A listened to them 

sessions with a hearing and feeling. I patiently ing smoothly. 
JES , > S ZO 

about what I was a... that I was okay and all H ee guy got 

a n tha 

before giving the m losest one occurred when 

DUIS t e C 

“And of course 


k, I remember 
called. Even though I was drun 

ice were : 

away and the police wi 


y ? stil ? 
8 


is clothes, 
wed them his c 
a back to my apartment. I showed 
ed the officers bac 


illingly 
had so willing 
h and the Polaroid seca as amazing and 
a tw 
neatly folded on fr = my explanation and left. 
for. They accepte t be caught.” ord while 
uldn’t be c ing a Wi 
e great pleasure. a t each other without A ae Murphy 
pisand T docked 2 u casually sipped h 
; ee tte 


. W re 
‘cago detectives We 
unced that the Chicago 
. Cane 
ed to the room and ann 


etting late 
s getting |: 
rk and owed us all lunch. By now, 
with our work an a 


. her natepads: She bid Dabmer g 
ykus began to pack up her n 





and I showed her to the door. Returning, Murphy and J walked i 
to the county lock-up and handed him over to the waiting depu a Mer 
in the detective assembly, we called in our reports, checke J a i Back | 
accuracy and handed them to the captain. I drove home With “fo 
events lingering in my mind. I was excited about the Succes, day, 
having. It looked like we would identify all the victims, Į Wanted to gh 
the good news with someone but was aware of the Fio Dah ate 
regarding discussing the case at home. Dinner was finished whe 
and my wife advised that she had a study group to attend, gathere dh 
textbooks and left. School was back in session and the kid an a 
with homework. I pulled a plate of leftover chicken from the rerigera 
and retreated to the basement family room to eat. I Periodically checked 


on the kids as the evening wore on and they eventually settled into their 




























the 
We 


Mer Tule” 


NT arrived’ 


rooms for the night. I felt a little agitated alone with my thoughts, The 
evening passed and the kids took turns saying good night before turning 
in. I finally left the front porch light on for my wife, climbed into th 
empty bed and fell quickly off to sleep. 
The next morning the detective assembly was jumping. It must have 

been a busy night. I was so engrossed with Dahmer, that it was easy 
to forget that we were experiencing a banner year for homicides. But 
I did notice the late-shift detectives were still calling in reports and 
securing evidence as the morning crew listened to roll call and recorded 
information on the new cases, As I walked to my desk, I noticed tha 
Murphy was talking to the same two arrogant FBI agents that had 
approached us before. I sat down to hear Murphy tell them that the 
would have to wait until we were through, before they could attemp 
to set up an interview with Dahmer. I pretended to look through 5% 


reports as I listened to the more senior of the two agents. He wast 





Murphy that we did not possess the expertise when it came t 
silga They had been in contact with the p aam: 





ait Murphy and I were in over our heads and we should 
the capable hands of the FBI. Murphy, who is not 
explained to the two that we had 


plied th 





case ; 
st diplomatic patiently, 
always their profile information. Dahmer did not fit into any of 
jooked sate categories. He continued that we were gearing up and 
: w more victims to identify. After that, if they could get 
Boyle, they could take all the time with Dahmer they 


ar the frustration in t 
obably not telling us 
























he agent’s voice as he intimated 
about all of his victims. 


i “Twas surprised at Murphy’s calm candor and he chuckled at their 
q anked them for their offer, but again stated that we 
own. The two agents left in 


jon. He th 
continue the investigation on our 
knowing that the only way they could get personally involved 
, was if we invited them to help us with the interview. The 

m tell whoever was on the 


furphy’s desk rang and I heard hi 

at we would be right over. As we walked to the elevator and 
over to the county lock-up Murphy exploded. 

eve it? ‘Those pricks couldn't find their asses with both 


ing to help us clear this caper?” Before I could answer, 


ed and there stood Dahmer holding a stack of 


g. I could he 





i h e 























He was able to positively identify N 
through dental records. These m th 
ed th 


given us. i 


examiners progress. 
eleven skulls we recovered 


: d already 
information Dahmer ha , 
“Jeff, the medical examiner was wondering about a few thi 


we were hoping you could clear it up.” Dahmer set down his g 


looked at me quizzically. 
“Sure, Pat, what do you want to know? 
I continued, “Well, it appears that four of the skulls have small hl 
in the top of them. The medical examiner confirms that the Bo 
recovered from your apartment matches the holes and contains tia 
evidence of human flesh and bone. I know that you stated this was E 
to help the boiling process and it enabled the cleaning solution to E 
the brain arca making it easier for you to clean them, but if this is sọ then 
why didn't you do this to all of the skulls?” 
Dahmer pursed his lips and looked at the three of us before answering. 
“Well, I didn’t mention this because I didn’t think it was pertinent to 


the investigation and I didn’t want you to think I was torturing anyone, 


Ngs and 
fee and 


because I wasn’t. Remember, I told you that I was always disappointed 
after I killed them? Well, this was because, as I stated, I wanted to 
keep them with me. I really wanted a warm living body to lie with and 
make love to. I was trying to come up with a way to keep them alive 
but render them helpless and completely under my control. I th 
if I could find a way to do this, I wouldn’t have to kill anymore. 
began experimenting by drilling small holes in the top of the 
and injecting them with a syringe filled with various solutions wi 
“ere alive but still unconscious from the Halcyon. I tried a bo 

Dahmer 


mentioned that with the 





ccessful. He described 


ling water into the brain without the aid 


the victim woke up h 
artment and was still able to reach 


jmulation. Dahmer stated that he 


n and went to work. 
fore I left. I wanted to avoid 


some boi 
e was incoherent 


er dose of Halcyo 


he bed be 
vee He went on that when he 


kent like that with the Asian gu 
ae guy was still alive and he felt he had hit on the 
ove to him that evening. 


rk the 
r with Halcyon in it 


ae fom Wo 
P olution. He gave him a shower and made | 

n but when I came 

he was. “I really 


“te the morning J made him drink some wate 
but compliant. 


tim anoth 



















z to work and cuffed him to the bed agai 


yi as dead. He described how disappointed 


uld be a way 


ork out.” 
writing furiously as he spoke. Murphy and I sat quietly 


„smoked his cigarette, eyes lost in a glassy stare. When 
je looked at the letters Dahmer had brought with him 
ere for Boyle. Murphy told her they were similar 
and that we had already looked through them. 
them up and placed them in her briefcase. Dahmer 

t in the worn plastic ashtray. He picked up the 


to keep them warm and alive, 


sue?” We agreed and he began to sort through 
‘photograph on the table. 
t” Murphy's eyes lit up. We had 











N 


missing and obtain a family photo. The interesting bit of inform 


; atio 
mother gave us was that her son was deaf; that he attended , D the 


another town, but was visiting home on the night of May 2 4th, ad in 

had gone out that night with some friends and had not been Seen “He 

Dahmer related the story. He was at Club 219 when they met “tng 
that he was with a group of friends and they were all dancing : 
a good time. Dahmer stated that the guy was a real looker, a 
attracted to him. He waited until he was alone at the bar and 
him. He was surprised to find out he was deaf. 

“I think he could read lips though and we communicated by wri 
little notes to one another in a small notebook that he had.” Dahmer said 
that at the bar's closing time he offered him fifty bucks to come home with 
him for sex and nude photos. The guy agreed but his friends tried to talk 
him out of it. Dahmer mentioned that it took a while for him to convince 


: He Said 
nd havin 

nd he was 
4PPtoached 





































ting 


his friends that he would be in good hands. The guy was so willing to 
accompany Dahmer that the friends eventually capitulated and left the 
bar without him. He related how they took a cab back to his apartment 
and engaged in kissing and touching while the victim drank the Halcyon _ 
and rum concoction. After he passed out Dahmer drilled two holes in his 
head and used a turkey baster to inject a solution of diluted Muriatica id 
into his brain. Dahmer said that the solution must have been too strong 
because the guy died right away. He was very disappointed and drank 
heavily until he passed out himself. When he woke up the next mo ing, 


and kept him there for about three days. 
“Asamatterof fact, this is the one who was in my bedroom the 
officers found the Asian guy in the street.” Dahmer paused mong J 
a à cigarette from the pack, lit it and continued: “I dismember® f 
disposed of both him and the Asian guy the same day.” Murph 
the new identification as I sat in disbelief. Dahmer was 50 
work that he was even able to convince a deaf man to reture 


= 


nis house of horrors. I had seen many sides of him throughout the 
cession: he had the ability to present a variety of personalities: he 
a dbe charming and child-like, sensitive and introspective, even angry 
wi remorseful. I had even seen him cry because of fear and nearly break 
into a rage toward himself during our first meeting. But I couldn't help 
put feel as though there was an even more secret side of Jeff Dahmer 
that no still living person had been privy to. I watched him as he sat 
a ressionless, calmly smoking his cigarette. What was really behind 
shake steel-blue eyes? Did he really like me as he said or did he secretly 
envision me smothered in onions and steak sauce? 


? 


Murphy broke my train of thought. He placed a stack of photos in front 
of Dahmer. 
“Speaking of the Asian guy, we think we have him identified through 
dental records but we would like you to confirm.” The photos contained 
ten Polaroids taken by Dahmer. Two were of the young Asian male alive. 


=a 


yese were the pictures he showed to the officers to convince them that 

















the camera. The others were of the victim in various stages 
nent, including a photo of him split open, sternum to 
with the viscera exposed. Dahmer matched his own Polaroids 
the family picture and confirmed that this was indeed one of the 
I looked at Murphy in disbelief. Investigation revealed that 
was the older brother of the young Asian male that Dahmer 
tes of in 1988, leading to his arrest. 

ld Dahmer that the two were brothers and asked if he was 
‘when they met. Dahmer’s eyes widened with surprise. 
could I have known? I never inquired into the personal 
: as. I really didn’t want to know. It would have been 
or me to carry out my plans if I would have known too much 


d 


Jt would have gotten personal. I don’t think } 
well.” He explained how he e 


























about them. ” 

it i w them too ntl 

= 2 Px Avenue Mall, just like his brother before him i sian 

guy at the i 

offered him $100 to come i 
in how 

He went on to explain : i 
arien and performed oral sex on him while he was di i 
diluted the solution of Muriatic acid with some water mi a 
: i 
into his brain after drilling two small holes in the top of his seal A 
victim didn't die like the other ones, and appeared to be n i y 
left the apartment and went up the street to a local tavern to a N 
; h 

more beet. The guy 4PP arently woke up and tried to escape because as 


Dahmer returned, he saw the victim standing in the street surrounded 
by the police and onlookers. 5 


“I already told you how I duped the officers into believing that 
everything was all right. After they left, I injected another solution 
into his brain to render him even more helpless, but he died. I was 


home with him and take some ‘ia had 
e had given him the drink ¢ may Photo, 


disappointed but got busy severing the flesh from the both of them, 
double bagged it and threw it in the trash. I kept both of their skull 
because I wanted something to remember them by and felt it was a waste 
to throw everything out.” 
You could hear the disappointment in Dahmer’s voice as he spok 
We had identified two more victims. There was a knock at the door an 
when opened there stood a deputy from the county with Dahmer's lun 
We all took a break and left him alone to eat. Wendy said she wouldt 
be able to attend the questioning this afternoon and asked if we wo 
make her a copy of our findings. We assured her we would and Mu! 
oe her to the assembly door. I noticed the captain wa 
tele: sift so I entered, As Murphy returned to the assembly, 
oe and I joined us in the office, and we all sat dow 








f our own identification division had been working closely 
of O ; 


dical examiner to identify the bodies found soaking in the 
me 
ith the 


sey gle 
ch of thevicums é i 

the e2 ode identifiable fingerprints. Through this technique, they 
em to P 























He told us how they had removed the outer skin from 


fingers and placed it around their own, enabling 


match several of the victims whose fingerprints were already 
re able 5 nded us the report, which identified three. Two of them we 
on file. i nfirmed with Dahmer. The third had a police record, so a 
. The medical examiner found this victim’s torso 
and his head was in the floor freezer. Dahmer 
did not take 
solice mug shot and the corresponding family picture. 
4 “Let me know if you need anything,” the captain said as we walked 
out the door and made our way back to the interrogation room. We 
found Dahmer leaning back in his chair quietly enjoying a smoke, feet 
up, plate empty. 

“Looks like you really enjoyed your lunch, Jeff.” I said, noting there 
‘wasn't a scrap of food left on his plate. 

“Yeah, it was pretty good today. Not as starchy as usual.” Dahmer 
put his feet down as he spoke. Murphy and I sat down and placed 

the identification report and photos on the table in front of him. We 

ned the process used by the identification technicians to identify 


individuals mentioned in the reports before him. Dahmer seemed 


tte, “Well, you know we're not a bunch of local yokels from 
: h league department, Jeff, you're dealing with the best.” Dahmer 
me and smiled. He picked up some photos attached to the 
“i studied them for a moment. 

2 4 Ag last guy I killed,” Dahmer said in a now noticeably 
mice. He placed the picture of a white male on the table, took 


























drag from his cigarette and began. “I met a 
tell us how he had been walking ae at the} 
: S 
Grand Avenue Mall when he encountered this individua] ie the 
nt of M arquette University. He said that the S ata 
z his arm and that he sat down next to ip. had 
1m į 


a conversation. He offered him $50 to 
Come 


an exaggerated 
stop.” He went on to 


Us 


bus stop in fro 
six-pack of beer unde 


shelter and struck up 
pose for some nu 


a 
n the 
to his 


d and they took the bus. Sine Some 
at the 


apartment and de photos, and possibly engage j 
in 


sexual activity. The victim agree 
ave him the drink containin 
g Halc 
yon and they 


apartment Dahmer g 
began to kiss and fondle each other until he passed out. Dahmer l 
the guy on his bed and performed oral sex on him for awhile i E 
deciding to kill him. He strangled him with his hands and wO 
intercourse with him. ‘ 
Murphy interjected here, “Jeff, it seems that you only perform anal 
intercourse with your victims after they are dead. Why is that?” Dahme 
seemed to really ponder this question before answering. 
«I think it’s because when they are dead, I have complete and total 
control over them. I couldn't always reach orgasm with my live love 
but I abe climaxed after they were dead. Maybe it’s because ‘el 
no pressure to perform when they're dead, so I can relax and conceal 
i x own satisfaction.” As I listened to him speak, I thought about e 
omplete selfishness of his act. To pursue your own lustful passions to the 


point that you will ki : f 
you will kill and dismember another human being to satisfy. 

















fell asleep. l 
body, = aoe I wasn’t up for the chore of disposing t% 
about three dpi t over him and left him lying on ™Y bed for 
off, maggots had be mer continued that when he pulled the blanket 
and the heat had be on i his face. It had been hot that July 
stated that he severed P victim to deteriorate quicker than US J 

1e guy's head and placed it in the floor free 














CHAPTER 17 


Dahmer had the faraway stare that usually came across his face when 
he described his deeds. I broke the moment of silence. 

“Jeff, you told us how you disposed of your victims, but this is the 
first time you have referred to it as a chore. What do you mean by that?” 

He sipped his coffee before beginning. “Well, it is a chore. It’s a lot 
of work if you think about it. I know I told you that it was sexual and 
exciting as I did it but, there were a variety of feelings I experienced. I 
had to dispose of my victims to destroy the evidence. Then there was 
the feeling of power, knowing what I had done, and that no one else 
knew, I was in complete control, not only of the victims but of my own 
little world. Then there was the loss. When I placed their remains in the 
trash, I would experience a deep sense of remorse. Thinking about what a 
waste it was and how a living, breathing, fully functioning human being 
was now reduced to four or five bags of garbage. There were times I was 
almost overcome by regret for my actions, but it didn’t last. Besides I was 
always pretty drunk.” 

Dahmer related that he always drank as he went about his work. “It 
could be a smelly, distasteful job.” The drink helped him cope with the 




















ation. His drink of choice was nce 


w 
d that he always had a supply o “Bua 
to 


« 


unpleasantness of the oper 
king of beers.” He mentione 


: iş victims. 
ile dismembering his vic ] 
3 Sau chuckled at this statement. “I guess that’s Where 


their slogan. I love you man.” Dahmer winced at the remark. 
“T would take off all my clothes, so as not to get any bloog call 
he victim) near a drain or in the baal eA 


the top of the sternum and made a a 


the 


* 


they Bet 


i Cm, 
Then I would place him (t Bo 


up. I used a sharp knife at = a 
down the middle of the upper torso. Once the initial cut wag mall 
could spread the wound and remove all the internal organs, Some 
this would excite me to the point that I would become erect and a ulin 
continue until I had brought myself to orgasm by simula ting ae r 
with the viscera. After a while I would cut the internal organs into fist 
sized pieces and place them in a double wrapped garbage bag,” ust 

Dahmer related that he then would cut the flesh off. He started by 






stripping the flesh from the arms and biceps, then the chest, and slowly 
worked his way down to the feet. He would slice up all the strip 
flesh into small pieces and place them into approximately three ba 
indicated that he was careful not to place too much in each bag, about 
25lbs worth. In the beginning, he would then wrap the skeleton ina 
sheet and pound it into small parts with a sledgehammer, placi 
upper torso in one bag and the lower in another. However, after T 
upon the idea of acidifying his victims in the Muriatic acid, he simpl 
dropped the dismembered skeletal remains into the industrial 
had purchased. There the acid would do its work. This was 
pattern. “I normally used five double-wrapped garbage bags to í 
of a single body.” 
We all sat in silence, letting his last words sink in. Dahm r 


F smoke and took one from the pack. It.was now abo four 0 
t ada WET 
identification to t a cay- Murphy went to 


he captain and I sat with Dahmer as h 


- 


for 


E 


cigarette. By the time, he was through, Murphy had returned and 
rode the elevator back to the county lock-up. aai 

“We'll see you tomorrow, Jeff.” I said, as he disappeared behind the 
clanging metal door. 

Back in the assembly, Murphy and I called in our reports and waited 
j proofread them before handing them to the captain. 

“J don't think Jeff thought your comment about the Budweiser slogan 
was very funny, Dennis.” 

Murphy laughed and said, “Yeah, but it was right on, wasn’t it?” | 
agreed that it did bring a new meaning to the commercial and its popular 
tag line. I checked my reports, told Murphy I'd see him in the morning 
and made my way home. I was still wound-up after dinner and asked my 
wife if she wanted to go for a walk. She had enrolled again in college to 
earn her degree and was struggling with a research paper. She declined, 
and I went for a walk alone to try to relax but I couldn’t get the day’s 
i discussion out of my mind. I returned about two hours later, took a 





















shower, and climbed into bed. 

= I was at my desk early the next morning already having a cup of 
coffee when Murphy came through the assembly door. 

id our boy call yet?” He said as he took off his suit coat and sat down 
t to me. “I would really like to get these last two victims identified 
He picked up the stack of photos that had arrived for today’s 
on and began sorting through them. The phone on my desk rang 
‘the deputy on the other end stated that “our boy” was requesting 
and talk with us. Before we could get up to retrieve him, an 
owed up with Patrykus in tow. We told her to have a seat in 
‘ogation room and made our way over to the county lock up. By 
= of escorting Dahmer from the county lock up had become 
x Murphy, Dahmer and I were often conversing like old friends, 
“4 ® laughing and joking as we walked along the maze of secure 
» elevators and hallways. Other police officers, deputies, prisoners, 



















used the route and many were incre aut 


and lawyers regularly a 
would explain that alth 
serious, it was important 
willing to cooperate with 
dnt imagine sharing the 
monster like Jeffrey Dahmer. 
“How do you do it?” was the most frequently asked queue 
; automatic. I realized this was the biggest case bt 
d in and that I would be judged forever on its Outcome 


to keep Dahmer in a good mood aidr ay 
us. Most understood the idea behing 
ir lunch, laughing, 


coul 


For me, it wa 


ever be involve 
and I didn’t want there to be any mistakes about how the case had be 


) 


f. en 
handled. My career was on the line and so I poured all my energies in 


each session with him; besides, it was a high profile case which tends t 
be more exciting than the usual day-to-day police work. All the attention 
and circus like atmosphere surrounding the case had elevated my profile 
in a way I hadn't anticipated. It was impossible to remain anonymous in 
law enforcement circles and I found myself recognized by many in the 
general public as I went about daily activities. I tried not to ponder the 
evil and grotesque nature of his crimes too much. Instead, I concentrated 


on the man himself. The most surprising thing was how very much like 















me and other regular people he was. In between sessions or during lunch 

I would pull out the daily Milwaukee newspaper and read al oud wha 

was being reported. Dahmer would peruse the latest info 

and we would discuss other current world events. He was int 

articulate, pleasant and polite at all times. The give and take b 

us went so smoothly that anyone observing would conclude tha 

were friends. He displayed all the normal human emotion 
anger, and loneliness during these conversations and it was' 
returned to his deeds that a distinct “other” personality 
eins ena nat 
or of his actions, his blue eyes 


only then that I felt the chill of evil. It was extraordinar 


ewe ‘ting as we entered th 
s patiently waiting © room. She pulled a fr 


Strikes from her briefcase and placed them in front o 


esh pack of 


f Dahmer, I 
to get the photos for the day and fresh coffee for everyone, Returni 
i ing, 


jovesheard Murphy and Wendy talking with Dahmer about the amazing 
number of whackos reported on in the newspapers. Many of them stated 
shat they had been approached by Dahmer and could have been among 
pis victims. Others said they saw someone fitting Dahmer’s description 
throwing garbage bags into the trash. Reports of unidentified bones found 
by people all over the city had to be thoroughly investigated by police, 
causing tremendous strain on the already overworked department. Of 


























‘course, none of these calls proved to be true and the identification division 
"was inundated with chicken, turkey, pork and beef bones that had to be 
Eed out and discarded. The captain had done a good job of plugging 
any further leaks to the press, so the media were compelled to speculate 
a the nature of Dahmer’s confession, and printed many wild and 
$ asubstantiated stories. I sat down and placed the stack of photos in front 
of D: hmer. The identification division along with the medical examiner 
had already positively identified these through dental records, however, 
we still needed Dahmer to confirm and explain. He had taken seventeen 
hotos of this second-to-last victim. One showed the victim lying on his 
ach with his hands cuffed behind his back. Eight Polaroids depicted 
he deceased victim naked in various poses. Another showed an incision 
‘the base of his neck to his pubic area, with the skin spread apart and 
nal organs exposed. Still others showed the beheaded victim lying - 
athe bathtub, stripped of his flesh. The strangest of all were the numerous 
Botos of the man’s severed head, hands and genitals. They were placed 
en sink with ice to keep them fresh and lifelike. Tt was almost 
a he were playing with these body parts, posing them in various 
P Dahmer picked up the stack and began to look through them. 
eked deliberately as he did so. 





Derg 



































t down the pictures. “I think I met this Buy in p 
was cold and I went to the eb 
Sg 0 


Finally, he se 


of 1991. I remember because it 
catch a ride downtown. He was already there and I sat down ang 


ç we waited. He seemed interested, so I of, i 
. re + 

h me and watch a video. I also intimated J 
fvi "e 

Nat 


money to come home wit 
we would have something t0 drink and possibly engage in sexual ac. 
He was willing, so We walked back to my place. I put a video J a 


im the rum and Halcyon concoction. Soon he was out cold i 
280] 

ex on him and rubbed and cuddled him for a whi d 
el 


n tablets and was afraid he would wake up, so I used 


up a conversation a 


gave h 
performed oral s 
was low on Halcyo 


the strap to strangle him right away.” 
Dahmer described how he had taken the Polaroids both before 


and after death, that he de-fleshed the body right away as well, by 
decided to keep his hands, head and genitals. He went on to tell hoy 
he wanted to preserve the genitals 
in formaldehyde for about two weeks in his refrigerator and the 
them air dry on a towel. I remember Dubis telling me about his ghastly 
discoveries on the night of the arrest. He was amazed that the 7 
penis and scrotum were pliable and life-like and he wondered h 
could be. I now could tell him the secret of preserving them. D 
went on to state that he successfully boiled this victim's head a 
it was one of the bleached unpainted ones. Murphy and I re ¢ 
identification and I placed the last remaining pictures in front of 1 
He picked them up and began to sort through them. 
“I'm pretty sure I met this guy in early spring. It was either la 
or early April. I think it was early April.” Again, he was able to 
bes: and times of each pick up. Information 1 
while on his way OF. eee = e 
St. not too far from pi: es 
come-on, money for Á e nom dd 
i possible photos. He accep 


for future oral sex, so he soaked them 


his a artment. Once there he was given the drink fH 
Orr alcyon 


ef to 
and soon rendered helpless. Dahmer stated that he ķi 
issed and 


md” ; they lay together, masturbati 

b agge him 4s ha ‘ 7 ating several times before he 
rangle im. agg p = iiye photo and his six matching 
polaro! ; on the table. “That’s him.” Two of the Polaroids depicted vi 
ie identical positions, lying naked and stretched out with i 
oor. In the second, his hands had been severed and he ki 


pack t0 hef 
skinned. It was unbelievable. It looked just like a poster of an 


„ompletey 

| anatomical man you might see in a health class or doctor's office. The 

alte ligaments and fleshy muscular areas were all intact but the skin 

a pair were ZONE from his face and body. I had never seen anything like 

it in my life. Murphy blurted out, “What the hell is this all about, Jeff?” 
straight up in his chair, obviously troubled by the outburst 


Dahmer sat 























md stammered a bit. 
“Well, I guess, Į was experimenting a little. I wanted to see if I could 
take off all his skin and save it.” 
>” Dahmer again composed, 


I broke in. “Yeah, but how did you do it 


lit another cigarette before answering. 
«jt did take a long time, about two 
paring knife. I think I saw it in one of the Polaroids. Anyway, 

“making an incision from the top of his head, down the back of his neck. 
Then I carefully cut along the skull. It was a little tricky around the 
eats and nose.” I picked up the photo. It was shocking and yet compelling 


at the same time. 

“Yeah, Jeff, but how did you get the ski 
F shrugged his shoulders as he answered me. 
q It was really no big deal. The skin is detachable, 
z d a chicken you are about to cook” He explaine 
5 if you made the correct incision. He cont 
careful to detach the victim’s facial skin as one piec 


hours. I used a very sharp, small 
I started by. 


n to come off so completely?” 


just like pulling the 
d how it peeled off 
inued that he was very 


et wrapped it around 






















WV uj 


At this. point, Patrykus, Murphy and I all looked at 


E al wear this guys Stata = btn Mo 
he answered. “Pat, I already told you that I wanted to kee P these i 
, I didn’t want them to leave. I loved them. That’ why lk 
yiia why I saved their body parts. That’s why I ate ien 
them. con K one with me. I thought if I could preserve this 
body skin Ea wrap myself in him. His outer shell would SUrto $i 
k pe actually be in him. We would be one.” The room fell sile, 
Sia was writing in her note pad, as Murphy and I sat without saying 
a word, letting Dahmer’s heartfelt explanation sink in. 
He went on to say how he had attempted to preserve the skin like 


Ea 


ch the 


ed to sm 


they could 


a hide, placing it in a solution of water and salt for about a week, E 
eventually had concluded that he must have yes too much salt, because 
the skin broke into pieces and he had to throw it out. 3 . 
“It was very disappointing.” Patrykus had been writing nonstop since 
Dahmer began his explanation. There was a ak at the door an 
a deputy with a hot tray declared, “Lunch time.” I was glad. I n i 
break. Patrykus stated that she had brought her lunch along and askedit 
she could remain. P 
“I just want to make sure I get this down. I'm sure Boyle will want to 
hear all of it.” Eo 
Murphy and I left them alone in the room and walked out int 
detective assembly. J 
“Do you believe that freak?” Murphy said rubbing his neck, © ~ 
remove a kink. All I could do was shake my head. I i 
desk and pulled out my bag lunch. Murphy said he was g° 
the captain that all 17 victims were positively identified. I 
believe it myself. The past several weeks had gone by so 
like a dream. Now that the task was complete, I wor 
longer the captain would keep me assigned to the day sh 





The explosion of crack cocaine was a litt] 

ur fair city, but its arrival brought ek in 
ut a dra 

Although I was completely sapien 


into © making its Way 

violent crime. 
would have been impossible to miss the work don ng Dahmer, it 
men of the Criminal Investigation Bureau. The T in men and 
was constantly humming with activity. My colleagues — senu 
ask me for tidbits of information regarding Dahmer, but GEE 
ere too 


ir own investigations to take up much of my time. Murph 
+ +Vturp y 


atic i 
tic Increase in 


































busy with the 
interrupted my train of thought, as he returned and sat down next t 
o me. 


“Well, Pat, we did it.” He bit into his apple as he spoke. “One thin 
though, the captain says that he has had several calls from that ne 


in the FBI, stating that we may no 
Dahmer. They think he is responsible for a 
‘shit about being too close.” 
Murphy's painstaking ta 
eventually dispel these accusations. But more importantly, I had no 
doubt he was telling me the truth. I had spent time with him, touching 
him, dining with him, discussing life and death with him. I had been 
s of fear, rage, anger, Sorrow, love and remorse. I 
began to take on a trance-like 


t have gotten a full confession from 


lot more homicides. The same 


sk chronicling Dahmer’s life would 


witness to his emotion 
looked into those blue eyes before they 
state, and saw another human being; like myself. 
I believe Dahmer felt he had found a kindred spirit in me. I know 


but we had connected on some level. He trusted 


that it sounded strange, 
t the same time, the 


F and felt I accepted him. Hell, I did accept him. A 
questions of the FBI lingered in my head. My years in law enforcement 


ave me a skeptical nature and I learned not to be too cocksure of 
e cups of coffee and 


r 
d Dahmer sitting 


Pii 


pe I finished my lunch, grabbed a few mo 
A 4 my way back to the interrogation room. I foun 
1 p contently. He answered my look. 
Placeg a went to the bathroom. She said she 

€ coffee down in front of him and he grabbe 


would be right back.” I 
d it immediately, 
























his cigarette. 


thought when I came in, Is eve 


s smoke and downed hi, rem 


s 


sipping it in combination with 
“You looked like you were lostin 5 
okay? Dahmer took a long drag off hi 


coffee before exhaling. a i 7 
“It’s hard for me to believe a human being could do what Pye don 


but I know that I did it. I want you to know that when we discussed Ai t 
and the devil it was not to diffuse my guilt or blame for what p 


because I realize that what Tve done and know it was wrong. But] 


question whether or not t 


tapped into or been consu ni 
but I know that I've been doing a lot of thinking lately about bot 


have to wonder what influenced my life so destructively.” Dahmer q P f 
his cigarette and butted it with his foot. . 
“Oh, there is a God; you can bank on that, Jeff.” I said pulling my chair 
close to him. i 
“I wish I could be as sure of that as you are, Pat.” Dahmer took another 


here is an evil influence or force that | 


med by. I'm not sure if there is a Goll 


smoke from the pack. 
“Jeff, there is something that’s been bugging me. It’s not so muci 

as it is questions from outside agencies.” He looked at me qui 

I continued, “The questions we keep getting from these 

Is he telling the truth? Is he telling you everything, all of his 
see, Jeff, they think you're involved in many more homicides 
that you and I have become too close, and that you are afraid that 
tell me all of your crimes, that I won't like you or I'll be d ; 
you or something like that.” Dahmer shook his head in the 
leaned forward in his chair, 
‘Pat, what good would it do to admit just half of my 
oe cere " me that has to stand before Go 
PERI a ias truly helped clear this matt 
= se I want to clear my consci 














zis the truth and I’ve left nothing out.” 


The door opened and Murphy entered, sat down and 


l 
he table. I realized how close I was to Dahi placed some 


r and pushed 
his hand over 


re orts ont : 4 
y chair back to give everyone a little room. Murphy put 
the reports ag 
“Jeff, [ have here a report from your employer at the chocolate factory. 
es that they gave you notice of termination. They were also wondering 
| m placed anything other than the prescribed ingredients into the 


hatches of confections you were mixing.” Dahmer sat back quickly in 
patc 


j “What do you mean? They think I put some body parts into the candy. 

What kind of monster do they think I am?” We sat silently, not wanting 

to comment on Dahmer’s last statement. 

y “No, he said emphatically. No, I didn’t put anything into the candy.” 

FP ook his head in disgust. I decided not to tell him about the many 
generated regarding the possibility of him adding real fingers to 

the Butterfinger bars. 

“What about the job, Jeff?” Murphy asked again. Dahmer composed 


Yes, I knew I was being fired. They gave me two weeks notice.” 


CHAPTER 18 


He explained that many times he drank too much Sunday night and 
would pass out. In the morning, he was too hung over for work and had to 
call in sick. He realized that he was out of sick time but the drinking got 
the better of him. 


“The termination notice meant no money and eventual 
ave worked too, if only I hadnt 


ly no apartment. 


J had to come up with a plan. It would h 
gotten so drunk.” He described how he was to destroy all the evidence 


of his crimes. He would place the torsos, skulls, heads, bones, hands and 
penises into the large blue industrial drum and cover everything with 
the Muriatic acid. After it became slushy, he could flush it down the 
toilet, When his rent came due, he would check into the Rescue Mission 
for a month or so until he obtained another job and found a suitable 
apartment. 
“In a way, I felt this could be a new beginning, 
and stop the nightmare I had been living,” Dahmer claimed. 
I questioned him as to whether he truly believed that by destroying all 
the evidence and starting over again, he would be able to stop- Dahmer 
päitsed and contemplated the question before answering: 
“If 1 am to be honest with myself, I would have to say 


a chance to start over 


no. I have to 


admit, that if I set up in another apartment, had accegg to 



















‘ ‘ 0 
was presented with the opportunity, I would kill again. Ip’, tk? ang 
eI 


a driving compulsion to commit these acts. Even now, whe ve 


in my cell I think about it. You see, over at the county jai] a I 
radio for the inmates at night. They alternate stations to suit e, y 
taste. One night it’s country western, the next it’s ro ck, “Yong 
or dance music. Listening to the dance music takes my mi Soy 
the gay club scene and I enjoy fantasizing about the many lon 
muscular men that frequent there to dance. Yes, Pm gure I Ral i | 
ay 
Sy high 
Was time for 
d noddeq my 


ssion, 
There was a knock at the door and Patrykus entered. “I just talke 
4 


started again.” Dahmer looked into my eyes and said, “Obvio 
power than myself, was fed up with my deeds and decideq it 
me to be stopped.” I continued to hold Dahmer’s gaze an 


acknowledgement to his reference of our first night’s discy 


to Boyle and he wants Jeff to talk with the psychiatrist again befi 


Ore the 


trial tomorrow.” Murphy interrupted. “Just one more question Jeff. The 


the victims found in the blue drum. What about it?” Dahmer knowinoh, 
nodded his head. 


work on the bones of the foot.” “Makes sense to me,” Murphy said 

stood up. Dahmer took a long last drag on his cigarette before dr 
it on the floor. Patrykus said the psychiatrist would be waiting f 
the county lock-up. 










“I can let myself out. I'll see you all tomorrow in court.” 
obviously become comfortable with the set up of the bi 
confidently strolled down the hall. 
We took Dahmer back to the county jail and told hir 
in court as the large metal door closed behind 
Murphy told me that Captain Dom 


of our reports to the district attorney that aft 
ernoon 


, 3 to dr E 
complaint. I never heard of a captain performing thi aft a criminal 
1s menial ta 

sk and 


said 50- 
“Yeah, I know, but I think we're goi 
re going to see a lot of firsts in thi 
18 


ke? Murphy said as we entered the detective assembly. I called i 
; ed in my 


day's reports and waited to proof read them before handing them to th 
o the 


captain. 
«You did a fine job, Pat. I’m meeting with D.A. McCann and hi 
is 


tes this afternoon. I’ve decided to keep you on days a little longer 

























associa 
in case some more questions come up. Now go home and get some rest.” 
The next day the trial was to be in Judge Gram’s court. He was assigned 
the case, but was currently on vacation. ‘The relief magistrate felt that if 
he took the preliminary hearing, he should also handle the entire matter. 
‘According to the press, a little battle was developing between the two 
judges over who would preside in the upcoming trial. This caused the 
chief justice to step in and settle the matter. Judge Gram, although on 
vacation, would preside over any future court proceedings. It seemed that 


even the judges wanted to be a part of the biggest case ever to occur in 


Wisconsin. 

The next day, the courtro 
victims’ families and the select few that grabbed the remaining public 
eats. A line started as soon as the Safety Building opened that morning 
and the halls were filled with people queued up in hopes of admittance. 
in to keep order as people jockeyed for 
be testifying and was relaxed and at 


om buzzed with TV cameras, reporters, 


ttra deputies had to be brought 
sition. I knew that I would not 
€. I enjoyed watching the spectacle as everyone scurried about. 

inally, the bailiff called out. “Al rise.” The courtroom fell silent as 
- judge entered and took his seat. The door to the right of the 
ch opened revealing Boyle and his entourage, followed b; Dahmer, 
Was Wearing a new blue suit that looked a little too big for him. we 


deputy sheriffs flanked him as he entered and took a seat at the 





defense table. Nota sound came from the gallery as camera Operator 

the tools of their trade, zooming in on Dahmer’s face, District S Plieq 
McCann, accompanied by several assistant D.A s, took their ia 
prosecution table as the charges and case number were read ai © at the 
entire hearing took only ten minutes as Boyle waived D ahmer, «The 
to a preliminary trial and stipulated that there was more than 8 tight 
evidence to proceed. After several motions by McCann, wang 
was set and Dahmer was led back to the county lock-up P Mint 

I returned to the detective assembly and compiled a Wie of an 
the final interviews. The rest of the day, I spent o 
ons from my colleagues anxious for insider i 
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ni 


questi 
most celebrated homicide investigation. I tried to k 


but I knew that I had cracked him, and nobody cou 
feeling proud of my accomplishment and secure in the 


had become a good detective. Still, it was a strange 5 


business. I retired to bed after catching the latı 
the late news. I drove to work that morning feeli 
in the world. I knew the pressure was off now t 
identified. From now on, it would simply b 
loose ends in the investigation. I entered the 
Dubis. He was working on a new homici 

“Hey, big man, when are you comi 


Surprisingly enough, the unit i 
caseload, an impressive numb 
working there. I was proud to be a 
homicides, all eapi k ess 
rate. If you. 
was a ninety percent c! 


. 


with Mike until Murphy arrived with a stack 


questions we needed to finalize with Dahmer. I 


containing 
uld ship me back late, but it 


of eP? at I didn’t know when they wo 


his was probably my last interview with Dahmer. The 


bi Murphy's desk rang with the news that Dahmer wanted to talk 
e 


hus We traveled to the county lock-up where he was waiting. 
. u $ 
eff, how do you feel today?” I asked. Dahmer took note of my 


s attitude stating, 
t. You seem in 


s that I probably 





























a very good mood today.” I didn’t want 


wouldn't have to see him 


chipp® 
“j feel fine, Pa 


to tell him that the reason wa 
for so many hours each day anymore. 


«Yeah, I feel great, let’s go get some coffee. 
nodded his head, “Sounds good to me.” We made our way back to the 


on room and Murphy pulled a pack of Camel straights from 


ne up right away. 

fee and on the way back was informed 
lled, stating she would not be in today. 
t Patrykus and sat down. I 


” Dahmer smiled and 


interrogati 
his shirt pocket. Dahmer lit o 

Į went to retrieve some co 
that Patrykus ca 


by the captain 
I told Murphy abou 


Returning to the room, 


began. 
things we would like to clear up. We found a 


“Jeff, there are a few 
number of devices related to security in your apartment, namely alarms 


anda video camera. Did you video tape any of your e 
Dahmer coolly answered, “No, no video. It was mainly for show.” 
at his apartment contained door and 


ncounters?” 


ndeed, investigation revealed th 
wind i 
ndow alarms. There was a small camera attached to the ceiling and 


Ositioned . : : z 
to capture anyone entering his unit. The wires for the camera 


= into the wall but were not connected to any electrical outlet. 
F 1see, I was afraid of a break in.” He said that as the killing spree 
. E Ae that his apartment held enough evidence to 

e, so he decided to safeguard it. The alarms on the 


d door would give off a shrill screech if tripped by an intruder 






































“I suppose you already know the camera wasn’t connected ._ 
placed it where you couldn’t miss it. That was the ia 


pains to show the ones I let go the security system, Lig `l 
at the Radio Shack in the mall downtown.” t 


As I wrote his statement, Murphy took out a police, 


it in front of him. 
“You know that we have been getting a lot of bogu 


people about your supposed activities, Jeff. Almost 
to disprove with the timeline, but this guy says you: 
a hammer, and he gives a pretty detailed descrip a 
How would he get that kind of information?” Dz 
photo and studied it. 
“Yeah, I know this guy. I met him at the Ph 
actually with him a couple times. I asked him the | 
be willing to come home with me for some r 
I did offer money but he was more than willi 
incentive.” 
He continued that once at his apartment, t 
homosexual activity and talked about meeti i 
the next night. p 
“This was a new experience for me ar 
be there. When he left, I made no attem 
night he went to the same tavern and 
returned to his apartment and drank | 
keep him.” He chuckled a little bei 
of Halcyon, so in preparation for t 
store and purchased a medium 
looking at the photo, he recalled 
picture, with his hands cui 
victim was in this position he wou 


i} 


would only be a matter of strangling him to finish the job.” Dahmer lit 
another cigarette an 
«Well, Jeff, go on- 
«Well, I didnt have 
stomac 
ow what happens when you hit someone on the head 
I shook my head no, and prodded him to go on. 
d with a smile. He related how he 


d took an extremely slow drag. 
» Í said. He continued matter-of-factly. 
him cuffed behind his back, but he was drunk 


and posing 0n his h.” He took another slow drag on his cigarette. 


“Pat, do you kn 


with a rubber mallet?” 


“well, they get ma 
struck the guy as hard as h 


angry and the two got invo 
on the floor of his apartment for about fifteen mi 


both exhausted. He screamed at Dahmer as to why he would hit him. 

“J tried to calm him down by explaining that I was afraid he was 
after I fell asleep.” He went on that the two talked 
“We didn’t engage in any more sexual activity, but 
we talked, I began to sober 


d at you.” he sai 
e could but that he didn't pass out. He only got 
Wed in a fight. Dahmer said that they fought 
nutes until they were 


























going to rob me 
for quite a while. 
just talked all night. It’s funny, because as 
k. I know that my plan was to kill him, but after I got to know him 


personally, I lost my desire to do so.” He said that he ran into him several 
more times, on the street and at the mall. “One time he even introduced 
a friend to me. I don’t know why Pat, but after that, I was not attracted 


ip him and would just say hi when we met. I never invited him back to 


partment again.” Dahmer sat back in his chair smoking, starring 


ght ahead as if lost in thought. Murphy placed the photo back in the 
; 4 pulled out several newspaper articles. 

e there has been a lot of speculation in the press concerning your 
ities.” I said as Dahmer butted his cigarette and retrieved another. 
L do you mean?” He asked. I continued. 

£ 7 one is trying to figure out why you did these things. Iknow 
E” m approached the ones you found the most attractive, but 
hg you were acting out of some kind of personal vendetta 
* Yahmer looked quizzically at me. “Hatred? Hatred of who?” 


























d him the news clippings that suggested he Hage 


ee xuals, that this was the real reason behing tl i A ate 
hatred © dies. The term “homoce, , Uin 
. bered the bodies. m “homogey,.1 ; 

and why he dismem al = Verki» 


was used to describe the deaths. 


«What do they mean, “Homosexual overkill?” Į tga eae 
ving him details of several murders I previously ingen > XDlain 


by 8! he same. In each case, the suspect, wi 


method of operation was t 
identify as gay smoked crack with the victim who was ope, 


for several hours, which eventually led to sexual activity, A 
the act, and fully realizing what had occurred, the susp 
so distraught and disgusted with their behavior t 
on the victim in a most vicious manner. In their d. 
suspects not only killed their victims, but also mut! 
a bizarre manner. This led to the term overkill, a 
strangled and shot, or stabbed numerous times th 
or set on fire. In one case, after killing the victi 
suspect spent hours dropping a large piece of cc 
face, until it was unrecognizable. The experts 
psychologically so ashamed of his sexual 
wanted to obliterate any evidence or witnes: 
“I think it’s really a sexist term Jeff, | 
heterosexuals have committed similar hein: 
Dahmer looked surprised, “But Pat, th 
these guys. I’m not ashamed for bei: 
didn’t mutilate their bodies. I was c 
them because I wanted to keep parts of t 
nothing to do with it. I simply neede 
when I was finished” Dahmer seem 
harbored hatred towards anyone, esp 





arly distressed that so many of his victims were Black 
f Community Studies at the University of Wiese 
Milwaukee stated that it was clear Dahmer had a hatred for Black men 
3 purpose! y targeted that population. Dahmer read the short clipping 


pefore putting it down on the table. “This is preposterous. I don’t hate 


Black people. 
Black men- “That may be, 
the ones Į found most attractive. I had a physical profile; I wanted young, 


Jong, lean, smooth skinned, muscular men. Color did not enter into it. If 

“they fit the description and were nice looking, I would approach them.” 

M ie was easy to see how his killings could be misconstrued. The death 
two Latino, one Asian, one Native American 


tally was three Caucasian, 
a n African American men. He had proven to be a multicultural 


4 Jer, Murphy recorded his answer and asked, “Yeah Jeff, but how did 
3 decide which ones you were going to kill and which ones you would 
He related that his decision to kill was based on a 


were particul 
A professo" o 































» T reminded him that ten of his seventeen victims were 


but I didn’t target Blacks. I told you, I picked 


just have sex with?” 


t, if I was looking to keep someone. 
d crush five to seven Halcyon 
hen sink.” He went on to say 
by himself, and observe the 


“Usually I knew when I went ou 
fore leaving the apartment, I woul 
blets in a glass and leave it on the kitc 
at while in the tavern he would drink 
ferent individuals in the establishment. He would notice one, maybe 
or three, who fit his profile, and who he found attractive. He loo! ced 
dividuals who were alone, or at least not with a tight- cnit | 
detecting a suitable victim, he would wait until closing time 
swere filing out of the tavern, to approach. Sometimes the 











ntac p and cocktails. 
E Ialways offered them money for their compa 
y and a hundred dollars.” This was the patt 


— 


he met his victims on the street, in the mall, or in fons P 

“During these times, I would try = strike up a conversatio kt, 
usually tell pretty quickly if they were interested before Į Rs. Teog 
When I first started, I would shop around until Į found an DY offen, 


really attractive, but tongi the js it seoa the mul 
over and I just wanted a live and willing body, sion, 





took 

Murphy looked up from his notepad, “Jeff, I know si k i 
this but it seems that the head was the most important. ; is, 
for you. Kind of like a big game hunter. Did you consider i 


Dahmer seemed to wince at Murphy’s bluntness. 




















by keeping the heads, their death would not be a total Io. 
were most valuable. They would always remain with me” 
say how his plan was to eventually boil all the heads a 
the same fashion as the three we found, but he never 

I told him we were flooded with calls from m 
Milwaukee, Bath Ohio, and other locations where 
claimed to be good friends with him and some gay 
press. These reports detailed conversations or tim 
of Dahmer; however, he steadfastly maintained that 


could give inside information regarding Dah 
was truly a loner; in fact, phone company reco: 


came into his apartment. The more time 
the facts around his activities, the more | 
pathetically lonely and inept human b 
connection with anyone and was tot 
4 continuous hedonistic pursuit of p 































ent to his overwhelming desire for a warm, compliant, 
with alcohol fueling his every move. Alcohol was a big 
He was completely intoxicated on the night of 
interviews centered on his use and abuse of it. 
ight J shared some painful experiences of my own with the 
and it was this insight and honesty, which led Dahmer to 
nversation. I had developed a routine, which 


money 


ap 
man body 
the investigation. 


t O 
4 st and subsequent 


tn 


nd begin our cO 
ditations, AA meetings and Sunday mass, to 


yet it was still a daily struggle to remain 


was experiencing any mental or physical 


st me å 
included morning me 
1 trol my alcohol addiction, 
con 


ber. I wondered if Dahmer 
seers from the drink since being in custody, so I sika 
wi 


«No. Not really. I was a little shaky those first few days but the coffee, 
cigarettes and conversations We had really helped. I do miss the drinking 


though especially at night when the guards play the music.” 
Murphy interrupted. “Are you having any trouble sleeping? Do you miss 


the Halcyon tablets?” 
He shook his head no. “I think I may have only taken them a couple 


oftimes. They worked great but I mainly used them to drug my victims.” 
The investigation showed that he received twenty-seven prescriptions of 
sixty each, from five different doctors. He related how he would change 
doctors every so often, bluffing them with his story about being a th : 
shift worker and not being able to sleep. Murphy finished log 
answer and looked at me for more questions. . oN 
“That’s it for me,” I said. “I have nothing else, what abou 


i w shook his head no, and picked up his notepad. 













methi í A 
“ ng else of importance you want to di 
= Ar came over him. . 

























“Does this mean I won't see you anymore?” J searched 
spoke. He didn’t look like a murderer at all; just a ecient face wh 


i co 
lonely guy, trying to make a connection. , fuse 2 


«Oh sure, Jeff, in a few months the trial will begin adia 
then.” He continued in a tone that betrayed his anxiety, Il see W 

“Well, what’s going to happen to me?” I explained T 
to work with his lawyers to prepare his defense, “I A 
good care of you.” Dahmer shook his head slowly, 
“I know Pat, but I was getting used to our little talks Hr 
being with you.” Murphy interrupted the moment by He re an 
“I already called the jail and told them to hold hinila i Aj door 
Jeff, we'll take you ae was slightly Perplexed at nf, Bo 
and emotional reaction he had once he realized that this pire n 
t of the 
OND Way for the 
the county jail, 4 


) Still hag 


investigation was winding down. The three of us made 
last time through the maze of secure areas leading to 
deputy waiting for us took custody of Dahmer and as he hand cuffed hin 
I said as casually and light as I could, “P11 see you later, Jeff” Bite i 
looked at the floor, not saying a word as the door closed be ind him, ] 

mentioned to Murphy, as we walked back to the elevator, that Da ee 


really seemed to like us and that he said he would miss our interview 





J 
Avy, 


Murphy laughed hysterically and slapped me on the back maii 
“Maybe you, big fella, but I get the feeling he woul 
more if you were smothered in BBQ sauce.” He continued tl 





believe a word of it. 


“That guy is a cold-blooded killer Pat. The o 


probably right, but as weird as it sounds, I felt t 
During the weeks of interviews, I had devel 
sorry for the guy. He was so pitiful an 
Kind of liked him. It gnawed at me that | 


and I wondered if there was somethi 






























for this serial predator and murderer? I wondered about Murphy’s 


$0: ; . N 
e about the invest 1 oe 
d attitud igation. Was his grizzled, old 


cut and os 
' bat 
getective personality a veneer to protect him? Why couldn’t I feel that 


> We entered the 
I walked into the captain's office and handed them 


assembly and called in our final reports. After 
em over, 
ki who was reading the daily felony summaries. 

all finished, eh? You did a good job kid. I’ve 
ort back to the late shift the day after tomorrow. 


checking th 
Domagals 
«well, Kennedy, 
to rep 
take the rest of the day off?” 


kly. School was starting again and the family was 
t, I was walking into the assembly for late- 


scheduled you 
f don't you 
The day ° went by quic 
busy preparing: Before I knew i 
shift roll cal. 
«Well, who Lt. Harrell quipped, “Welcome back to 
e real police work gets done.” He took the podium and began 
of wanted felons. As I approached my desk, I 


om uniform. “Welcome back, big man,” he said, 


’s the stranger?” 


where th 
to read the night’s list 
noticed my old partner fr 
extending his hand and pulling me into 
*P-Mo.” I exclaimed. “When did you get made?” I was so caught up 
rgot he was next on the detectives’ 


his massive chest. 


with the Dahmer investigation that I fo 


“Congratulations, my good brother!” I said, returning the embrace. 


Percy Moore was as big as a bear. We worked an inner city squad while 
uniform for several years before I made detective. As a matter of fact, 
cy was the reason I took the promotional exam. He was the best 
oper I ever worked with. He was a powerfully strong man with a low 
ty voice that evoked visions of “Barry White and the Love Unlimited — 
estra.” His deep melodic tone, coupled with his huge physique had 
r many a hardened criminal to come along peacefully. Thi ; 

f p all of the officers who worked with him who called hi Sv 
iI e told me he had been assigned to the homicide unit a 


Le 

























glad. Percy was a good friend, with a quick wit 2 
He would make the transition back to late shift a 
all talk as a shooting came in a 


much time for sm 

man was lying dead in the street, with a gunshot 
Harrell interrupted roll call with a bellow, “Ken 
73. They got one on 26th and Vienna.” | b 


. 
pi 
is 


squad 


= 


CHAPTER 19 


The pace for the next few months was relentless. During a one-week 















spurt, Percy and I cleared five murders on our own, two by arrest and 
three through interrogation and confession. It was so busy I hardly gave 


er a thought; except for the occasional ribbing I got from the old 


ero to a zero.” I logged 1,300 hours of overtime that year, but I dont 
member getting tired. I loved being a detective and enjoyed cracking 
ben a case. The bureau was a haven from the rest of the department. 
Etectives were given deferential treatment from the uniforms and the 
Ose-knit homicide unit was in a league of its own. This didn’t spare me 
m the tempest created by the Dahmer investigation. . 
evelations brought to light regarding the Dahmer’s brush with 
who had originally come to the aid of the young Asa 
ndering in the street caused a tremendous uproar in the e 
“tticism of perceived police attitudes towards nine j 
tals grew louder and angrier. The press interviewed i 
ned that the victim was found running from Dahan 




































failure to fully investigate before returning the young man 
apartment. Many opined that four lives could have b ‘Sas ho 
would have done due diligence. They became Scapegoat, y hy 
wrong with the Milwaukee Police Department. The “Brat tv 
them on suspension with pay, while an internal review co had py 
they should be dismissed from the department. hs 
I couldn't help but feel responsible; after all, I wag dae 
ball rolling when I contacted the veteran officer on the nj night in th 
arrest. I was brought up in a police family and well aware fay ities 
line’s supposed “code of silence.” I was uncomfortable ae en 


al 
my findings because I knew these officers would be in for a 





In the intense scrutiny of the situation, I found myself e time, 
Internal Affairs. It seems that some felt my report concern 
was purposely structured to provide cover for their actio 
on what I “left out” of Dahmer’s statement that night ; 
the officers involved instead of going directly to my sup 
findings. It was suggested that I purposely did so to 
get their stories together. 
There was some truth to that, however, I main 
nature of the interrogation demanded I stay with 
I only had Dahmer’s word that the incident ha 
the officers in to confirm the validity of the s 
commander of the situation and then filed « : 
actions from that night. My report of the inc 
from Dahmer and I recorded it verbatim, 
On the other hand, I felt some officers 
by revealing the story in the first place. I 
in the fraternal order to which I belo: 
concerning this, but the uneasy fee 
president, angered by the suspensions 
to Dahmer's apartment that night and cal 


ke chief's handling of the situation and 93% of those voting called 
in 


for his resig 


involved and t i 
|. Dahmet’s ability and history of fooling authority figures 


o doubt that a mistake was made that night, a deadly one 


nation. ] was torn about the whole thing. I knew the officer 
S 


hey were good men. I also knew the inside information 


hat cost a young man his life*. 
To dump everything on the shoulders of these two men was ridiculous 
and unfair- It was easy to speculate on what could have been done after 
the fact. J didn't vo 
about looking into th 
The previous chief would 
their demise. 

Chief Arreola was openly 
poth the Black and gay communit 
sensitivity of the Milwaukee police dep 
in the press. He was adamant about changi 

J called for increased education and training of the entire department 


” Many on the department were angry about this 


te “no confidence” because I felt the chief was right 
e incident for a determination of what went wrong. 


have blamed the victims and their lifestyle for 


meeting with leaders and members of 
ies. These meetings concerning the 


artment were widely reported on 

















ng the attitude of his officers, 


in “Cultural Diversity. 
ind mocked the chief, claiming that he was more interested in appeasing 
nembers of certain communities then backing his own force. The press 
ported on the open feud between the chief and the police union. 
Adding to the discourse was Lenny Wells, the president of the League 
rtin. The league was an organization of Black police officers named 


Luther King Jr. I worked with Lenny at district five. He was 








oversight in the department. He was quoted in the press, stating thé t 
yr 


come out that a citizen from the neighborhood had called 911 after the police h ad 


3 i Bee 911 call was released to the media and was made public, which add 
“tration of the larger community who felt that their voices were neither b 


ey 


1 Dy. 
by law enforcement. 


























racism and homophobia were rampant in the ranks and th 


reveals itself in police interactions with people of color a 2 ij ‘tae 
and—honestly and unfortunately, I could not di sagree with ~~ 


of Dahmer’s apartment and called for a federal j investigation i 
education and training. The gay community also clamored fory t 
of sexist police practices and intimated that police fail 


Religious and civic leaders in the Black community held nee 


investigate these crimes because they didn’t care if a ; 
homosexuals went missing. TV and newspaper repo: 
club area of town, randomly interviewing patrons abç 
often showing clips inside these nightclubs, featurin 
dancing and having fun. Fake bomb threats to thet 
the frenzy and daily snippets of anything homosex 
the local section of the newspaper. = 
It was early December when I received - 
subpoena. I was listening to roll call when Harrel 
The State of Wisconsin vs. Jeffrey Lionel Dahmer. 


me available to shuffle papers, run erran 
would be assigned days for the length of tl 
went by quickly and I again began to th 


with Jeff. we 

Thad the next day off, but decided 
and perused the daily paper for availab 
had come in our marriage that I 
space—as difficult as it would 


in the downtown area, cl 


cam hy brick the 
She was a bit sta 


oa 4 


> 
roblem officer? You are the police aren’t you?” 


bo Mzam.” I responded, extending my hand. 


relieved à 

“It’s an e 

rooms an 
: >” 

I move in today?” She was caught off guard at the 



























entry. TWO da bath with a tiny kitchen was the extent of it. 


ap} take it; can 


certainty of my response. 
svelte gan ck have the carpet cleaned and repaint first.” She 


said, looking at me in 
‘hundred a month with 
about the first and last mont 
kindness and understanding as she handed me the key. 
The next day, I walked into the detective assembly to find Murphy sitting 


‘at his desk. “Welcome back to the day shift.” I smiled in answer as I 


grabbed a cup 
“So, what’s on the agenda?” 
r further instructions. We rode the elevator 


ard the safety building. The er 


quisitively. “Well, it’s OK with me. ‘The rent is four 
heat. Since youre the police, I guess we can forget 


hs security deposit.” I thanked her for her 


of coffee and sat next to him. 
He said that we were to proceed to the 












district attorney’s office fo 
fo the ground floor and walked tow 


street was packed with media trucks and trailers, vans, autos, repo! 


ind technicians, sporting the logos of various news organizati 


ews outlet in the state and from all over the world was in a 


4 crews from Japan, Australia, Europe and Canada. A medi 


| sscrossing the street. They converged at a base 


P Maked through the halls creating an obstacle course 10 


» pei for the case. They were huda 
“with boxes of reports. A young court a 

























. J us that until it was time to testify, we would h 
bromine along with helping locate ang _ 
anded each of us a large black t 1ree. 


and prepare witnesses, 
identiary i Heh 
evidentiary items. ) : : 
d mine to find it contained the chronological or dey 
opened m 


I filed after each session with Dahmer. It was 5 ky ang 
hundreds of pages. I knew the weeks I spent with him prot 
reports, but feeling the heft of the binder brought back 


breadth of my interrogation. I perused the first few 4 


first grueling night and a picture of the head in th 
mind. It had been a while since this occurred and 
was still with me. I remembered how all that ch 
close confidant and “friend.” I thought about how 
feel sorry for him and the mental turmoil Į experi 
liked the guy. i : 

My brief trip down memory lane was intern 
on Pat, let’s go check out the courtroom.” We 


sea of humanity and opening the ¢ 

into the large, beautifully wood cai 
Preparation for the trial. An eight-f 
and steel now Separated the gallery { 
were 100 seats available; 23 . 
and 43 seats for the general py 
and everyone entering would b 


dhouse- | walked into the holding area in the back of 
a ma 


the į ; 
There in an isolated cell was Dahmer, He wan he judge's 


dina blaze 


es. A deputy 


ambets- 





























county jail jumpsuit, white socks and blue tennis slice 


ange 
of - withered from years of service sat outside. Da 


with 4 fa 
me and stoo 


“Hi, Pat. 


hmer noti 
dup immediately. , oticed 


» T walked over to him and shook his hand through the bars 


Long time, no see, eh?” I motioned for the deputy to open the cell so I 
“Lo 


q ould enter. 
“How have t 


looked clean and re 
the three squares a day and all the time he spent with Boyle and his cadre 


of psychiatrists. 
grating our last interview was so crammed with additional homicide 


hey been treating you?” I asked as we sat down. He 


freshed and I said so. He answered that it must be 
Į was a bit surprised that I was glad to see him. The time 


investigations and being back and forth between the family home to see 
r e kids and my new apartment that I had almost forgot our camaraderie. 


“So, did they get your head screwed on right?” I said loosening my tie 


“Yeah, I guess so,” he chuckled. 
“What about your mom and dad?” His face lit up with a smile. 


E. materialized. Indeed, Lionel Dahmer (and his stepmother) had 
abraced his son, forgiven him, and granted interviews — making 
feral appearances on TV magazine shows decrying his crimes and 
minal behavior but refusing to give up on his son and maintaining his 
eand support of Jeff. Although initially Jeff's mother, Joyce did not 
to have anything to do with the investigation and remained largely 
d the scenes, she would eventually come to accept Jeff back into her 
ace he was incarcerated. ‘ 

0 gallery seats were assigned for Lionel and Shari and they wo ; 










































ith the various psychiatrists and psychologists were ities 
w a vn 


informative. 
“You know Pat, I thought I was just an evil, selfish, lustfyy 


but after talking with everyone, I'm beginning to think has 
something psychologically wrong with me. You were righ 
alcohol though. It fueled my desires and kept me from 
I haven't felt this healthy or alert in a long time. Tm l 
forward to the future sessions they have scheduled to ig 


“It’s going to get hectic over the next few weeks and ` 
we will be able to chat, but I will see you around” J Ea 


The rear door of the judge’s chamber opene 
entourage entered carrying boxes of files. McCann a 


with a shared history. In the mid-1960s, the 1 
district attorney's office as deputy and assis 
vacancy came up for district attorney in 1968 
other in an election for the job. McCann v 
ever since. The fact that Murphy and I w 
not lost on the press or insiders, who r 
the Irish Mafia. The two groups e: 
filtered through the doorway leac 
crew entered first and “aa thei: 
noisy chatter of the g: 





the roceedings was Circuit Judge Laurence Gramm 
» 4 






























n udicial temperament, fondness for Tyrolean 


pe it for his good j 
Bavarian vocal groups and skill at cooking pork 


jo jrticipation 

patsy P wipes izle. There had been some grousing and ennui among civic 

oast ding the trial and its center stage position in the press. They 
a Great Lake” risked association in the world’s 

fying deeds of Jeffrey Dahmer. City image- 

edia campaign to counter imagined 

etails, might cause. They were glad 


, ve 
g (0) 


in 


age that t 
have 4 calm and resp pen 
to 


Boyle began; he was a Sl 

th courtroom as fit was a good friend’s living 
e 

king in clear tones, with a measured cadence and a Wisconsin 


face seldom betrayed emotion other than congeniality. He 
his clients and Milwaukee juries seemed to like him. 


room. He moved about 


slowly; sp ca 
accent. His 


a popular with 
He announced that his client would plead “guilty but insane” for the 15 
ahmer was charged here with only 15 


waukee County murders. D 
t slaying took place in Bath, Ohio, and McCann 


dence in the first Milwaukee hotel death 
en charged in Ohio and would 


counts because the firs 
didn't feel he had enough evi 
had already be 
after his sentencing in Wisconsin. 

that the decision to plead guilty is Mr. 
derstood what the plea 


to prosecute. Dahmer, 
resumably stand trial there 
Boyle stated, “I want to emphasize 
Dahmer’s.” The judge then asked Dahmer if he un 
eant, to which he answered, “Yes, your Honor.” 
McCann had a more combative style. His voice would rise in a tone 


weakness in the 
Milwaukeeans 


4 aching indignation when he sought to expose a 
F ony of defense witnesses. He was well known to 
f anti-abortion and anti-capitol punishment positions. An inte 
E icaed an image as the people’s prosecutor and had been 
E to that office for the last 24 years. He made no objections 
imers guilty plea; however, Boyle’s motion to pick the jury 














outside Milwaukee County was vigorously objected to, and i, 
Judge Gramm. ks by 
In making his decision, he stated, “Quite frankly, no og 
anxious to see us come. Pre-trial publicity doesn’t make a A i a Yi 
where we pick the jury. Publicity has not only been extens Bii c ug 
Not just throughout this state or throughout this country but Peas 
the entire world.” thro, ig 
By changing his plea to guilty, Dahmer was to avoid the in. 
of the trial, held to determine guilt, and moved directly to the sani 
which under Wisconsin law focused solely on his ma a 
of the killings. If judged sane, he would receive a aa ines 
life in prison; however, if the jury found he suffered from 
and did not realize either his conduct was wrong or cou 


































from committing the crimes, he could be sentenced t 
the criminally insane. There, his possibilities for rel | 
whether he was believed to be a danger to society. 
A motion to suppress Jeffs initial confession tc 
evidence taken from Dahmer’s apartment on 
was also dropped by Boyle, who conceded ti 
not been violated. Judge Gramm picked Jar 
jury selection with the trial to commence i 
entire proceeding lasted about 30 minutes 
noise after Gramm and Dahmer’s defe: 
chamber door. Reporters scurried to 
for their reaction to the insanity plea. 
‘Jeffrey Dahmer knows what. 
cried into the camera. “He’s ir sul 
insane. All of us want him t 
ioe 
Many in the press wondered if 


yade the jury that this crime was so bizarre and so patholog: 
-a couldn't be held responsible. “I don’t see how the ae 


: » y can d 
id the details of the crimes. © that and 
avo! 


Murphy and I gathered at the prosecution table where bu 
) packing files and discussing the proceedings. A young 
r 

= d our offer to help transport the boxes back to hi 


hat McCann's instructions were for us to familiari 


sy assistants 
assistant D, 
s office and 


stated t X i Ze ourselves 
nthe hundreds of pages of interviews we recorded with Dahmer and 
wi 


to remain on call for witness preparation and transport, 

He struggled with the large white box of files and before walking 
away stated, “I don't have to remind you not to talk with the press.” With 
all the publicity it appeared that McCann was taking no chances with 
further media leaks by keeping access to possible trial information in the 
hands of his staff. Murphy laughed to himself at the reprimand from the 




















young assistant. | 
“Well Pat, it looks like we have a free ride.” He mentioned that he 
had been on call for other big cases in the past. He went on to explain 
that all we had to do was report in every day and stay in radio contact 
with the bureau and the District Attorney's office. “We are pretty much 
on our own Pat, just make sure you answer your radio and stay close in 
case they call.” 
At my apartment, I prepared a light supper and ate it in front of 
the second-hand TV I had picked up at the Salvation Army earlier in 
the week, perusing the various local channels for their take on the day’s 
foceedings. Each tried to outdo the other with catchy tag lines like: 
te “Milwaukee Massacres,” “Slaughter on 25th St.,” and “Horror in 
Uwaukee,” 
ahe next two weeks I was relatively inactive accept for the occasional 
“Up of a witness at the airport or meetings with assistant D.A.s 
l down certain aspects of the confession. The daily papers were 
© With interviews of the victims’ families, along with rumors and 































dos regarding the activities that Dahmer had e gaged i, 
innuen ming out of the woodwork. Anyone who had ever k 7 ae e 
ý 4 t, a 
nee went to school with or worked with Jeffrey D 
xt to, ah 


Wat 
til the trial . Ought 
out for interviews to fill news space un started, s a 








newsstands carried another twist in the story. Newsweek, ence 
numerous weekly magazines pasted large color photos of 
my son’s striped shirt on the cover, blasting headlines 1 
Life of Jeffery Dahmer,” “Inside the Murderous 


pure fiction. One lead with the headline; “Jeffery Dah 
While Awaiting Trial.” A tiny publishing company na 
released a comic book, Jeffery Dahmer. An Unauth 


on the antagonism between the union and the c 
investigation into the incident with the young ı 
miss cues were the norm. There were numerou 
protests form various groups that gathered 
Oxford Arms Apartments, City Hall 4 
building, calling for improved education. 


“Chicago Cop Lauds the Locals” pro 

killer “expert” from the Chicago police 
Chicago cases including John Wayne 
over my initial interrogation and c 
good as or better than 99% of 2 
emphasized our relationship 
him cooperating. This, he ne 


to mention the ribbing ye endu 



























u ero b 
„stand. From a zero back to a hero? Was a consta, 
ew a sai 
pe” Jetectives in the homicide department, who 


ihe olde! th f anything lately, but basking in all ofthe that ae 
jong u and slacking off on the job. j complimentary 
9° om early the day jury selection would begin, Į 
J was gee and orange juice while watching the local 
# ery station had an expert trial lawyer commenting on the: a 
neW “re almost giddy as they explained the Possibility for | k: 4 
vrs details to emerge: T was a bit restless and Ift eatiy fgg 
ved the detective assembly to find Murphy alrea dy dha teat F 
unication with the D.A’’s office and said that be 


en in comm we would 
i standing by if needed to shuffle potential jurors back and forth in f 


pe Safety Building. We walked to the courtroom and entered from the 
dge" chambers. There was Dahmer and his legal entourage headed by 
Boyle. He seemed relaxed and looked up to greet me. He wale = 
in a ticles white shirt, brown sports coat, pants and black shoes, 
appeated emotionless as they conversed, but not in the way I had beco 
accustomed too while he robotically described his deeds. This w: 


ate a 






LO Ning í 





a 
of 1° 
$. 























| ente 


ached look and I wondered if they had him on sedatives to! 
calm and passive during voir dire." 

About 150 potential jurors reported to the courthou se a 
group 70 were chosen for the jury pool. During quest | 
they could not serve on a jury that would be seque 
three week trial. They were taken one-by-one into the 
with the lawyers, Dahmer and a pool of three members 
toexplain why. All 25 were excused including on 
breeds birds that would die if she was unable to I 


A French term “to see to speak,” the questioning of pro 
' Voir dire is used to determine if any juror is biz 
Mt there is cause not to allow a juror to serve. From leg 





























Others cited financial or family ke saying they co TR 4 
weeks i 


away 


from home or work for three 
“Judge, I just don’t have the stomach for it,” explained a 


The remaining group of 45 was retained for questioning bes, Woman 
feelings on serving at a trial expected to include details fin, t their 
cannibalism, and crude lobotomies. l necrophiliy 
Boyle began. “There are going to be graphic descriptions, 
statements relative to what happened in Mr. Dahmer’s We 
other places. Are any of you, sitting here, queasy about TN mu 


handle this type of thing?” 
Four women and two men said such evidence may prove overwh -1 


and were excused. During explanations to the jury pool remai a 
contended that Dahmer’s murderous impulses were coe jl 


man unable to control his actions. In contrast, Me Canaj P 


in prison. 
He bellowed, “This is not a prosecution for havin; 


body. This prosecution is about responsibility—trespon: 
murders.” Boyle countered that there was an underlyi 
insane, Dahmer could eventually be released. | 
wanted Dahmer to spend the rest of bei, in 
“His possible eventual release is a phan 
stressed. He asked any potential juror who 
it. None did. 
Over the next three days fo ou: 
alternates. Seven men and se 
American. They were immedi 
A relative of one of the victi 


uen my conduct into anything racist... It wouldn't h 


av 
f half the jury were Black. In my op mattered 


inion, this is not a racial 























jke“ 


ei nie. i 
is McCann came to his aid stating that there were only fiye 
or six 


' b» è b . 
jgsU o Hispanics, Asians or Native Americans amon 


Blacks and n 


g the 
d for the jury. He was satisfied with those that Pool 


inter view" would serye, 


Both sides Boyle’s included 

: E father and stepmother, Lionel and Shari Dahmer: his brother 
a 

s Dahmer, 25; and his mother, Joyce Flint Dahmer. The prosecution 
idit would call nearly 100 witnesses, including the man who escaped 

$ 


ffs and flagged down police. 


disclosed their lists of potential witnesses. 


in handcu 
There was only one brief disruption during the selection process 


when a sister of one of the victims was removed from the courtroom 
for making an obscene gesture. She raised her middle finger at Dahmer 
when he seemed to look her way. ‘The press in the hallway immediately 
sur ounded her. 

“If it were possible, I would put a hole in his head. If I can get close 

fo him, I will. If they figure he can do all this killing, why can’t I?” 
McCann said that he would meet with victims’ relatives before testimony 
would begin. 

“If they feel it (an outburst) coming on and they can’t contain 

hemselves, I’ve asked them to leave the courtroom. If they are escorted 

jut, they won't be allowed to return.” ‘The trial would begin the next day. 


Murphy and I walked back to the detective assembly to punch out. Before 


ung the initial interrogation. 

Pat,” he said almost apologetically, “we’ve been talking it over and 

ad that because Dahmer has already pled guilty, there is no need for 

you and Murphy to take the stand. Some people are worried that 
of your lack of tenure in the bureau, testifying might be tricky. 

Saying you're a loose cannon, you've done a wonderful job, but 
































cided that Murphy, the more senior ho 
read from the supplemental reports £ 
You'll still be on days though, for "| "a a 2 
When I heard the decision, ] was je. je len 
Dahmer trusted. I was the one on established i 
him and eventually got him a I was the one t a 
conning and cajoling Dahmer to trust n 


its been de 


testify. He will 


initial hours 
crimes. I took hi 
was already a little sha 
‘ob was abandoning 
A my true feelings, but secretly I felt that 
who didn't believe that a rookie deserved 


, initial confession and now I fel 
ky because of the impendin 
me too. I tried not to | 


betray 


bureau i 
were threatened by my success. I felt the decision ; 


politics and I was pissed. I kept my thoughts to 
“Okay sir, I understand.” I glanced at the 
a quick exit. = 
I awoke the next morning well rested, a 
watching the early morning news. The dire 
Mental Health Association was talking wi 
“This isn’t something that’s in the text 
seen the effects here in Milwaukee, inclu 
and longer appointment times at couns 
exposure to the case concluding that, 
sensitive.” I decided to stop and pick up 
figured I would need some reading m 
and wouldn’t have to spend any more 
The local Page screamed, “Dahn 
quoted experts who felt that ister 
crimes could injure mental healt 
officials not to let children v 
Court TV on the cable 


cnannel. 


could see the hubbub around the Safety Building as I crossed the str 
| an the parking Aa Bist was a line of people around the block ae 
fos the doors to Open. Besides the adults vying for one of the coveted a 
ks, there were many high school students hoping to get a gliog i 
4 y Dahmer. Reporters were shoving their microphone into anyone’s 


E e that appeared to have something to say. 














fa «We just want to see him,” squealed one 16 year-old from Beloit, who 
A skipped school with her friends. “We want to get his autograph, if 
hey will let us. That would be cool to have Jeffery Dahmer’s autograph 
4 a se he’s a killer.” The circus had begun. 


CHAPTER 20 













rry of activi 
growing violent ee ctivity. The Dah 
g reports and rate in Mil mer trial 
pack i Uwa had li 
it and sitting at en evidence a and the lat pr 
i . VLU e shi 
is desk with a er r kik m n 
e black ri in 
ng bind 
er 


me . 


p asse 
fect” the 
buy En 
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mplishment and that would have to be enough, 
cco , ; 
a The courtroom came alive as the deputies opened 


mbers of Dahmer’s numerous victims, reporters 
me : 

ws, and the members of the general public claim 
crews, 


were dour and sullen, others appeared almost jubilant 
the front row seats. I turned to watch the gallery ang 
noticed Boyle walking towards the prosecution ta ble. 

“Detective Kennedy”, he announced. “You vil 
are you prepared to testify?” I looked up in sho 
answer, the young lieutenant abruptly stood m 
“Excuse me, sir, but we have decided that Det 
testify.” Boyle looked at him in disdain. 

“You don’t decide who I’m going to call o; 
young lieutenant’s face turned beet red as he lo 
sat back down. 

I didn’t have time to think about the 
entered, 


a 


“All rise,” The courtroom came to or 
bench. As opening arguments were deli 
my supplemental reports from his binder. 

“No.” I said under my breath, “I don’t wz 
with all these people watching.” I had spent 
weeks going over my interviews an 
accounting of my work. ‘Time seen ) ste 
my thoughts. I was jolted back to reality 
court. 

“I call Detective Patrick Kens edy 

flush as I walked to the witness € 
calm and strength, as I rais : 


Sate SI e in y} $ 
be rechnicians operating them. Everyone, it seemed, wag f 
the ’ oCused 
and 


















on me" pt the next hour and a half recounting the events of th 
- Dahmer. I tried to be matter-of-fact with my wants i 
pigh! won demeanor. Boyle took me through my entire confessi 
paint „ich brought intermittent gasps from the gallery, I never ane 
a at the spectators or news cameras, but concentrated on Boyle for 
j ninsa nd the jury with my answers. As the testimony continued, 
the 4 more comfortable. It was obvious that Boyle felt my take on 


J became ; 
d the emotions he displayed that first night could bolster his 


Dahmer an 
case for insanity: l 

“That's all I have for this witness.” Boyle said when he was finished. 
There was no cross examination from McCann and I stepped down 
sg the stand. I noted that my undershirt was completely soaked with 
q spiration as I took my seat next to Murphy at the prosecution table. 
p “Good job, Pat.” He whispered from the side of his mouth. I sat in my 
hair and stared straight ahead, still a bit shocked by the immediacy of 
hat had just happened. I returned to reality when the judge declared we 


ould take a break for lunch. “All rise.” The bailiff demanded. As soon 


agh the judge’s chambers and exited into the hallway. A number of 
ters were waiting. When they noticed me, they scrambled to block 


fective Kennedy, do you think Dahmer is insane? What was it 
00k into the eyes of evil? Are you having any trouble dealing with 
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jë Excuse me.. -NO comment.” Murphy and I ducked i; to + 
“E’xcus Sie int 
rned to the detective assembly. There we foung 
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command officers and support s 
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: tives, 
dayshift detec | 
Á -cion set. They had ceased all work and were 
1S : 


telev. 
the trial. When they saw us enter, a cheer went up. 
«From a zero, back to hero!” a voice shoute 
room. I blushed uncontrollably as I sat at my desk. I 
I brought, in between the congratulatory back sl 
from my peers. I felt buzzed but satisfied. The i 


was still with me and it took a while before I ca 


was able to watch Murphy begin the ted: 
supplemental reports we had prepared duri 
I had a ringside seat back in the judge's c 


+ 


the proceedings out of sight of the gallery o 
now that my part was over, I could cor 
drama that was to go along with it. W 
the bailiff returned Dahmer to the | 
He stood looking at me through the 
“Well Jeff, how are you holding 1 
“OK, I guess.” He answered. ] 
we both sat down. “Listening to 
horror of that night. It seems 1 
of it, I almost forgot everyt 
stuck with me Pat.” t- 
“Come on Jeff, we've been tl 
is a reason We were put toge i 


sorrow Jeff.” ] navigated the halls filled with acti 


u ton n 
ack to the assembly to punch out. 7 


» yO 
aif se y away D 
P the ştairwa) 
ad oo! 
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„as going down as | drove towatda iif “partment and ] 

wer ¢ ` j 

qhe $ nought of being alone in the little efficiency Space. I decid d 
the t i 


Mi n Water street in an area filled van mostly upscale taverns, Į 
os? "F popular after-work watering hole, The bustling tavern 
osie S» . 
rered k, several TV monitors, all set to coverage of the trial, I found 
adto: 
oss! ic the middle of the long mahogany bar and stepped into it 
ope™ | 
galoonkeeP® 
ihe ed to summon her, I felt the gaze of a male standing next to me 
ji . 


comfortable and I turned towards him. 
sun 



















+ was busy mixing cocktails and chatting with customers 


| 


evi pal how's it going?” His eyes widened as he compared me with 
1. TV monitor, which was streaming my taped testimony, 

You're the Dahmer detective.” He turned to address the crowd, 
Hey everybody, look, it’s the Dahmer dude.” He grabbed my hand 
„d shook it vigorously. “Good job, man.” I looked around and noted 
i the entire establishment was staring at me. A spontaneous round of 
i yse erupted and several patrons crowded about slapping me on the 
sackand grabbing for my hand. “Way to go, dude.” “Nice work, man? “Hey, 
me buy you a drink.” The young barkeep joined the others, “What'll 
u have? It’s on me.” she said. ‘The sudden celebrity caught me off guard 









Why didn’t you tell me you would be testifying toda 
d have taped it for the kids.” I tried to explain th 
as to take the stand until minutes before it 












































anation, | 
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er, She hung up the phone in disgust. I coutgy 


elf to spite h | 
aa wouldn't allow me to discuss the case around the Wal bel 
i i f 
my feelings with her while I was home, and now she H. Or sh 

missing My televised testimony. Apparently, the Dahmer a ab 

rity i 

infected her as well. Yh 

There were three more telephone calls in a row, Tsy kO 


friends and acquaintances who had caught my act on TV mai d 
if I wanted to get together. I begged off on their offers and = 
the phone. J guess I wasn’t ready for all the attention and not vail x 
how I felt about it. I undressed to my underwear and turned op k É 
There was a John Wayne movie playing after dinner. The Duke a 


into the nightly news, but I was too tired to watch. I tumbled into i 
Dec 


and fell asleep fast. 
The next morning 
the Milwaukee Sentinel on my desk. The headline screamed, “Dahm 


knew right from wrong, Detective cites (Dahmer’s) cover up efforts” The 


I walked into the detective bureau to find a copy 


entire main section of the paper was all Dahmer-related. The inside ha 
pictures of Murphy and me and quoted the more troubling aspects of hig 
confession. The latest edition of the Milwaukee Journal featured a large 
color photograph of me testifying on the front page. Wouldn't you ke i 
the press would pick the most uncomplimentary picture of me to display 
It was nasty and looked as if I had just bitten into something sour. Tapec 
to the side of my desk was a mimeographed copy of the newspaper pi oto 
of Dahmer. The words in a balloon floating 
above it read, “He’s like a brother to me.” This would be the first of man 
such articles gleaned from the press and put together by my colleagues 
For the remainder of the trial, I would find a new one, equally distaste 
on my desk every morning. 

I was assigned the duty of preparing reports for 
the stand. I was glad that my part of the trial was ovel— 
was upset initially, that I wouldn't be given a chance to test 


superimposed with a picture 


Murphy to 1% o 
and to think 


g and the bureau I was accosted by officers, deputies 
s lawyers who all had something to say about my front 






























d k J could feel the eyes of citizens and heard their whispers 
| vs him, the detective that caught Dahmer,” I knew it was bullshit 


| - to stop and tell them the truth—a potential victim had 


9 away, flagged down two uni 
A e Dahmer’ morbid world and that I had simply shown up for 
1 iA ? caught the call—but it continued on despite my explanations. 

ly attired and clutching a copy of the 


Several young men, flamboyant 
yate Journal were congregating near the D.A.s office when 


1?” they squealed and rushed over to surround 
ing him. Will you please autograph my paper?” 
my name across the 


formed police who would eventually 


ey saw me. “Hey office 
-e “Thank you for stopp 
n from my shirt pocket and scribbled 


| ou. ec a pe 
oe. “Look fellas, I just questioned him. He was already arrested 


ont page 
I got there.” They didn’t seem to care. “Oh, thank you.” They said 


ing, looking at my signature as i 
ur that everyone had their own take on 


f it were a prized possession. It was 
the case and the hard facts 


irrelevant. 

it was Friday 
ndering what to do over the weekend. I decided to 
se and all the media attention, so I hopped on the freeway and 
rth to Fond du Lac. I still had many friends there and thought 


ea haven from the trial. My close friend, Mike Soffa, owned a 
one of his triplet 


afternoon and when court adjourned, I found myself 
get away from 


music business there and I was godfather to 
pe the store and was greeted by Mike, who was holding a 

e Fond du Lac Reporter—the local news rag. On the cover 
bigger color photo of that terrible picture of me with the 
x-Fond du Lac Resident is Dahmer Detective.” The article 
n to explain how I had gone to Marian College where I played 





basketball, worked for UPS and started a family. It h aa inter 
some of my old teammates and coaches. Mike was beatin | ; 
“Hey buddy, look, youre a celebrity.” I was flabbergaste d. The 
seem to be anywhere that was not infected with the Dahme, k re qi 
When Monday morning rolled around, I was refreshed nal 
continued to assist Murphy with files and picked UP seve read 
from the airport but other than that I was free to observe t 





















n : , he p TOceed 
from my prime spot in the judge’s chambers. It took th i 


ER 
for Murphy to testify. McCann had him read selected Me | 
interviews with Dahmer and his deadpan, unemotional style juxta i 
with the anguished look on the faces of victimg families aş they y : 

to the monstrous deeds performed by Dahmer on their loved k r 
My father was following the trial on Court TV at home, but a 
kee, he wa A 
a ringside seat. Monday morning I took him with me to work where f 


was a hit in the bureau and I was proud to introduce him as a te J 
Detroit police officer. Many of the old timers spent time chatting wit 


him and several Captains regaled him with amusing anecdotes abou 


come to town for a quick visit. Now that he was in Milwau 


his son. I could tell he was pleased with my accomplishments withi 
the police department and glad that I had successfully followed in hig 
footsteps. I told Murphy I was heading to court early that day in attempi 
to get my father one of the few public seats. 
“Good luck,” he said. “The line is already around the block.” On the 
short trip to the safety building, we waded past the army of news trucks, 
satellite dishes and technicians. We took the stairway to the courtroom! 
avoid the crowds and entered through the back judge’s chambers. There 
I introduced him to the two brawny deputies charged with admi a 
to the gallery. I told them about his service as a long-time Detroit pom 
officer and asked if he could take a seat before the doors opened. E i 
no easy task. Since the trial started, people had lined up every night 
the chance of admittance. It was strictly on a first come, first serv ine 




























Jisruptions i occurred as people jockeyed f 

mne deputies were gracious and shook my father’s haa 
i nothing to help me get him into the galle 
ote and they were afraid that any perceived 


me 


maining public chairs would land them in 


hand but Stated the 
ry. Famil , 
š lly S€ats Were 
avoritism regarding 
hot Water with their 


ent, of even worse, a negative story in the press. As | 
, continued 


y my case, dad tugged at my arm. 


p An Taki T 
Pa who is this guy? I think I know him.” I looked up and saw the 


rict attorney, E. Michael McCann, walking toward us, 
No dad, I don't think so, that’s the D.A., you don’t know him,” I 
earned to my efforts with the deputies but my father persisted. “Gee, 
sure I know that guy.” I was exasperated with my attempts to 
onvince the deputies, when McCann approached us. He stopped short 
f entering the courtroom and stared at my father. 


“Pat? Pat Kennedy?” he said. I was dumbfounded. A knowing look 


ever made the connection. So, this is your son.” It turned out 
M and my father attended college together at the University 
oit. After some small talk, dad explained that he wanted to sit in 
ne proceedings for that day, if it was all right. McCann waved off 
deputies who were as surprised as I was. He then escorted my dad to 
ide the Plexiglas barrier directly behind the prosecution table. 
within fifteen feet of the chair where Dahmer himself would be 
The two again shook hands and McCann disappeared into the 
dge’s chambers. My father sat contentedly waiting for the day’s 
gin. He would often recount to his grandchildren or anyone 
uld listen, how he sat, close enough to touch Jeffrey Dahmer 
looked into his cold, blue eyes and had seen evil there. 
5 my father stayed with me were tremendous. Spending 





















going out to eat after a day in court, and talkin 
8 


' to ther, p >: 
time toge n and life in general gave me 


marital situatio area ll 
The night he was to return to Michigan, | took hi f 

M tot 
d me in a huge bear hug. tot 


my curr ent 
and strength. 
: brace 
airport. He em r Á l 
“Keep the faith, big guy” he said before boarding. | Waited uw 


plane left the runway and ress to in empty apartment filled 7 
both gratitude and sadness. The tiny efficiency seemed to engulf me i 
I sat for a while alone in the dark until my eyes grew n an 
The next few days of the trial, I passed the time in the judges cua 
listening to testimony and talking with the various deputies, Lea ers 
witnesses that passed through the area. Under Wisconsin law, the baal 
of proving insanity lies with the defense. To be proven insane, a defend, i 
must show that they suffered from a mental disease, and that the diseag 
kept them from knowing right from wrong or made them unable to 5 ton 
themselves from committing the crimes. Boyle’s claim was that Dahm 
suffered from a sexual disorder, a paraphilia that compelled him int 
actions that were beyond his control. Of all the experts Boyle put on 
the stand, Dr. Frederick S. Berlin was the most credible. In technical 
terms, his diagnosis was that Dahmer was an antisocial, schizoid and 
schizotypal personality. He was a chronic alcoholic who suffered from 
three distinct paraphilias. They were Necrophilia; the desire to have 
intercourse with a dead body, Frotteurism; the uncontrollable urge to 
rub or grind yourself on another person or thing, including masturbation 
and Splanchnaphilia or Partialism; the extreme urge to cut open a body 
and look into it. Both Boyle and Berlin hammered home the fact that 
Dahmer suffered from a biological or psychological predisposition tha 
rendered him unable to control himself, therefore making him a vietim 
of these sexual diseases, and rendering him legally insane. 
Onthe other hand, McCann characterized Dahmer as a clever master 
of deception and deceit, who knew very well what he was doing and y 
could turn his urges on and off. To this end, he paraded his own set °% 



































ve home his point. One in particul 

asa prosecution ere in ft ka a a i 
John Hinckley, 

es cquitted by reason of insanity in 1982 for shooting President 

ý on Dietz had interviewed Dahmer for about 18 hours over three 

eed that Dahmer did exhibit some of the symptoms described 

Berlin; however, they were not beyond his control. 

‘stated, “In my opinion, at the time of each of the charged 
, Mr. Dahmer had substantial capacity to appreciate the 
ness of his conduct. The evidence on which this opinion is based 
s but is not limited to: (a) Mr. Dahmer told me that at the time he 
ofthese victims, he appreciated that it was wrong to kill them; 
mer took steps to reduce the chances he would be identified 


Mr. D an 
n with a victim; (c) the fact that Mr. Dahmer in 


he last person see 
instance committed the charged offense in a private setting, hidden 
view of others; (d) the fact that Mr. Dahmer found it necessary 
ohol to overcome his inhibitions against killing the victims; 
t that Mr. Dahmer feared being caught in the act of killing a 
the presence of a drugged, comatose, dead, or dismembered 
(£) the fact that Mr. Dahmer took elaborate steps to destroy 
crimes or to hold it secure against discovery by others, by 
odors, securing his apartment, and painting skulls that he 
that they would appear artificial.” 
er sounded quite a bit like my confession report and 
“he had read it. It was obvious to me that Jeff knew the 
his deeds. The bigger question was whether he was 
yond his control. Did he have the capacity to conform 
me ements of law? Could he control himself? Both 
his point. i 
esponse to this query, “In my opinion, Mr. Dahmer had 
it og conform his conduct. The evidence on which 
. >s but is not limited to: (a) the fact that Mr. 
































Dahmer told me that at the time he killed each of these vical 
have refrained from doing so had the victim agreed to st i 
voluntarily for a few weeks; (b) the fact that Mr. Dahmer told th 
at the time he killed each of these victims he would have niall : 

doing so had a witness entered the room; (c) the fact that en Dail | l 
able to suppress his sexual behavior other than occasional m m 
for a prolonged period around 1983 or 1984, when he Pie 


in religion; (d) the fact that Mr. Dahmer was able to ome 


asturh 
Tsed hip 


fY his s 
desires with masturbation at all times; (e) the fact that Mr K : sexua 
$ a mer 


satisfy himself exclusively with masturbation from about 1973 
murder of the first victim in 1978, from that time until his entr 
the homosexual subculture of pornographic bookstores, bathhouse $ 
gay bars in the early 1980s, and at various times there after; (£) a 
that Mr. Dahmer prepared himself for some of these murders by lal : i 
space in his apartment for victim storage, by powderizing tablets T ; 
going out to find a victim, by drinking, by viewing pornography, i 
watching the movies that allowed him to identify with evil and po a ) 
characters, or by a combination of these methods; (g) the fact that M 
Dahmer generally limited his murders to weekends when he coy 
have sufficient time to enjoy and initiate disposal of the victim before 
returning to work; (h) the fact that Mr. Dahmer did not kill any ofth 


un il 


men he was attracted to while in bars, on the street, at the mall, in the 
peep show booths of pornographic bookstores, or in bathhouses aft 
discovering how hard it was to remove a corpse from a downtown hotel 
but rather controlled himself unless and until the circumstances We 
more opportune for promoting privacy and evading detection, (i) the fae 
that Mr. Dahmer did not kill those men whom he found attractive f 
had rendered unconscious even after lowering his inhibitions thro ý 
drinking where the bathhouse setting would not preclude readily escapi 
detection; (j) the fact that Mr. Dahmer did not kill men i g 
unless he continued to find them sufficiently attractive to wart ant rur 




























‘that Mr. D 
ahmer reported that after render; 
ering each of 


Itional alcoho] for the 
inst killing them and: 

l ’ 
e wait until the victim 


nd behind closed doors 


Ms unco nscious, he voluntarily drank add 
se of overcoming his natural inhibitions aga 
that Mr. Dahmer did in each instanc 
) place of residence, under his control, a 
ling the victim.” 
octor’s unemotional and lengthy response wa i 
gallery. His methodical delivery, 4 e +4 r a 
eminiscent of the deliberate almost robot-like tone OM 
into as he recalled his deeds for me. I couldn't help thinking 
two were physically alike in many ways. Both were understated, 
built, blond, bespectacled and pleasant looking. I wondered 
heir interviews had been like. Did Jeff show emotion? Did he cry 
ry? Was he allowed to pace the room? Was there any levity or 
looked at Jeff, sitting statuesque with no effect, staring straight 


most trance like. McCann was content to let the doctor’s words 


‘stop. This isn’t a matter of choice, but an overwhelming and 
able compulsion to murder.” Finally, turning towards the 
hung his head and said,” No human being on the face of the 
do anything worse than what he did. Nobody could be more 
than this man. The devil would be a tie. But if he is sick, 
devil.” 
McCann portrayed Dahmer as a cool, calculating killer 
red his tracks. “He’s fooled a lot of people. He sacrificed 


| pleasure, drugged young males to make it easier to 
rely seeks to escape responsibility. This is not the 
































case of a psychotic man who didn’t know the difference betwee: 
and wrong. Please, please do not let this murderous killer foo! ern 
Feia efense.” One by one, McCann theatrically dig | 
10 inch color photographs of each of Dahmer’s victims, nia 7 
smiling, to the jurors. 
«J don’t want you to forget who they are.” He said causing ge, 
relatives of the victims to break into tears. A Minister oan 
counselors, helped escort them from the courtroom with oa “ 
catching it all. 
The jury, who had endured 21 days of court Proceedings and liste 
to 28 witnesses testify over the last 12, was now given final inal d 
from Judge Gram. They began deliberations late that afternoon a 
retired to their hotel rooms for the evening. A court official e l 
that if they reached a decision, it would be announced the next a . 
returned to the assembly to punch out and noticed some postal le l 
on my desk. They were from the parents of several victims and addresseg 
to me personally. They contained short but heartfelt thanks for m 
work on the case and for bringing closure to their torment. I sat quieth 
for a while letting their words wash over me. I had received letters of 
commendation for exemplary actions on the job in the past, but this was 
the first time murder victims’ families took time to write and express 
their thanks. The letters left me numb. I had worked so hard to control 
my own emotions that I couldn’t feel anything. Although I had used th 
families’ uncertainty regarding their loved ones as leverage with Dahmet 
it was only a detective’s trick. The reality of that technique became cleat 
to me for the first time. I tucked the letters into my suit coat pocket ant 
trudged towards the parking lot. It was Friday night and the city was 
jumping with activity. 
As I drove past Water Street, I noticed the bright lights and es 7 































me rang and I hesitated about 
| want to talk to anybody, I di 
cked the fridge, a quart of milk and a ch 
. r offerings. From the cupboard, I iad. oo 
J ; p and some crackers. This would have to do e es 
] more times throughout the evening but for ite ga 
alone without any interruptions. I didn’t answer ie 
night, unable to achieve a deep sleep and was glad nite 
| signaled the new day. 
/ mornings in the bureau were quiet as the day shift 


‘a skeleton crew. Murphy and I sat around reading the 


es Up the receiver 
nt know how] felt or 


The paper was filled with speculation by court watchers as to what 
vould decide. Their deliberations would determine whether Jeff 


he could petition for release every six months. If there were a split 
ne on some counts, sane on others, he could likely be sent to 


institution and if ever eligible for release there, would be sent 


read, I thought about my time with Jeff. Was he crazy? To do 
id, you would have to be insane. On the other hand, in normal 
on he displayed no oddness that would lead anyone to question 
“Through the weeks of interviewing we had become intimate 
waintances and in the depth of our conversations, I often wondered 
[ was confronting darkness. Was it evil that I walked into that night? 


Still, I couldn’t help but feel sorry for the guy: He was a pathetic 
an being unable or unwilling to connect. Could it be that all of 
sexual 


acts were simply his undisciplined pursuit of wanton 
nd selfishness? There was no mistake about his ruthless deeds 


ehow I didn’t see him as a cold blooded killer. He must be insane. 


ughts were interrupted by Murphy, “Court resumes this 































” | made my way to my listening post in the judge 
8 cha 


afternoon. 
m was packed and filled with activity before 


The courtroo i 
er. The jury had reached a decision. Judge Gram qickiyp nj 
e 


ord 
uncing in a strong and steady voice dad 
$J 


document before anno 
decision followed by a grim roll call of the victims. “Sane one i 
«Praise Jesus.” a woman cried from the gallery while we ou 
in pain. Some family members rocked with sobs. I looked a 7 
showed no emotion and sat staring straight ahead as ra i 
set his sentencing for 10:00 a.m. on the following Mon day. 1 ui 
dismissed and the courtroom broke into pandemonium as soon 1 i 
left the bench. Two huge deputies hustled Jeff past me and placed x1 
in the holding cell. People were shouting and crying. The Plexi . . 
separating the gallery was opened and dozens of family members : l 
McCann to hug and thank him for his efforts. i 
“God bless you my brother.” one relative said as he reached out 
touch him. Another deputy ushered Jeff's father and stepmother into tt 
judge's chambers. They cried and embraced Jeff through the grey bars] 
was agonizing and painful to watch. The jury met with two psychiatrist 
hired by the court to counsel them because of their exposure to the grish 
details. Hordes of hungry reporters waited impatiently outside the ie 
for a chance interview. Most jurors declined to meet with reporters, but 
several did. 
«J think he was a real con artist,” said one, a retired autoworker who 
spoke with a thick German accent. “He could even fool police and get 
away with it.” Boyle, who was holding an impromptu news conference! 
the corner of the hall stated, | 
“I knew the odds for insanity were bad. He was sick and just a i 
realize what was wrong with him. I just hope that now he can live in wal 
The scene was like that of a politi 
news reporters an 


talking at the sam 






ever way he can without suicide.’ 
convention, with jurors, lawyers, spectators, 
technicians all scurrying about, clustered in camps and 


th e 













i | th i I had enough an slipped out the judge’s back door 

he stairwell. No one noticed me or approached en route to the 
assembly where I punched out and returned to my apartment 
[as racing and T felt unsettled. I decided to change and go p, 
ong the lakeshore. The icy winds off Lake Michigan slashed at 
fn | the tingling felt good as I increased my pace to keep warm, 

tont was desolate in February and matched my mood. I couldn't 
hts as scene after scene of my interviews with Jeff in that 
jon room presented themselves in my mind. The startling 
h on the face of the victim's severed head in the refrigerator 


! F hot bath. The turn of the century tub was more than adequate 
f ze and I stayed until the hot water ran out. The Classic Movie 

s featuring Clint Eastwood as Dirty Harry. I ordered out for 
ad ed in for the evening. For some reason, I again refused to 
r a phone. I was too tired to talk to anyone. It rang on and off 
nout the night to no avail. 
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CHAPTER 21 


Sunday morning’s paper was loaded with coverage. “DAHMER 


d it all. 
a cold and dreary Monday. I shaved, showered and decided 
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est blue suit for the sentencing. The detective bureau was in its 


sual hubbub as I sipped coffee and read the paper. 
aptain Domagalski stopped by my desk. “Well Kennedy, this is it, 


sir, the last day.” I said, coming to attention in my seat. He 


it’s over you can knock off. Take a personal day before you 

to the late shift.” 

you sir,” I said. “That sounds like a good idea.” It was close to ten 

Istrolled over to court, taking my spot in the judge’s chambers. 

deputies entered with Jeff, who was no longer wearing his new 

suit but clad in a county orange jumpsuit, white socks and flip-flops. 

3 wledged each other with head nods as he was unshackled 

to the defense table. 

k pane of Plexiglas could not contain the anticipation and 
Majestic wood paneled gallery. The emotion was palpable, 


























as the survivors would be permitted to make victim Te k 
before sentencing. For the next half hour, relatives relived a i 
crimes had done to them and their families. One mother oa at Jeg 
dedicated to her son. a Po 
Another woman sobbed, “That was my baby boy you m 
Someone’s brother cried “I hate you. I hope you go to hell” 
A young woman spoke in Spanish, calling him Diablo, 
Then, the grief exploded as a young woman wearing a T- 
letters that read “100% Black” stepped to the podium, 
“Jeffrey Dahmer, I hate you, you motherfucker. This js how you rege 
when youre out of control.” She screamed, lunging towards him ; 
outstretched hands balled into fists. Four deputies quickly jumped i | 
restrain her. “Satan, I hate you Satan,” she continued as they stry i 3 
to return her to her seat. Jeff did not flinch. He remained man 
staring straight ahead with no facial expression. The judge recessed i 


court for a few minutes, leaving the bench, allowing things to calm down 


k from a 


puro Diah 4 
shirt With hoy 


before proceeding. 
After the last of the family members had their say, Boyle rose to. 
address the court. Although he had not allowed Jeff to take the witness 
stand during the trial, he announced, 
“Mr. Dahmer would like to address the court before sentence is 
passed.” A stony silence enveloped the cavernous room as Jeff stepped up 
to the podium to make his first public remarks since his arrest in July the 
previous summer. His only sign of emotion was the deep breath he took 
before reading a statement he had prepared. He spoke in earnest, flat 
tones, his body trembling slightly. 
“Your honor, it is over now. This has never been a case of trying 4 
get free. I didn’t ever want freedom. Frankly, I wanted death for mys i 
I knew I was sick or evil or both. Now, I believe I was sick. The dot 
have told me about my sickness and now I have some peace- J know ho 4 
much harm I have caused. I tried to do the best I could after the arrest I8 


nds My attempt to identify the remains was the p 
ardly anything. I feel so bad for what I re I could 
ilies, and I understand their rightful hate. I should oe those 
d and failed and created a holocaust. Thank a 



























Bod J trie 
tbe n0 more harm that I can do. I take all the blame for what I did. 1 
A t s0 many 
4 e God has forgiven 
a [ask for no consideration.” He stoically returned to the defense table 
4 staring straight ahead. 

d recommended the maximum sentence possible for 
obliged, factoring in an additional 150 years 


1. Jeff received a sentence of 936 years. He 


people and I am sorry. In closing, I just want to say that I 
me. I know society will never be able to forgive 


and sat erectly, 
McCann ha 
each count and Judge Gram 


a habitual crimina 
e eligible for parole until the year 2928. It was a ridiculous 


burst into spontaneous applause and shouts of joy 
deputies flanked Jeff and returned him to 
standing alone, locked inside. As 
his cell. I reached through 


for being 
a jld not b 
bi ence but the gallery 
as court was adjourned. Two 
the holding cell. I walked over to him, 
approached, he moved closer to the bars of 
and took his outstretched hand. 

“Pat, I want to thank you for everything yo 
Shaking his hand for what I believed would be the last time. 
“Good luck Jeff, take care of yourself.” ‘Then, I turned and walked 


away. 
The celebration had started. The courtroom spille 
followed by camera operators, 


Boyle, jurors, survivors, 


u did for me,” he said. 


d into the hallways 


and people were everywhere. Reporters, 
scurried to net an interview with McCann, 
anyone that had something to say. The cheering, crying, and hugging 
infectious and seemed to spread throughout the crowd. I didn't 


any part of it. I slipped down the back stairwell and returned to the 
Tt was biting cold and I could 


d the parking lot to my 
hort distance to my 


ive bureau to punch out unnoticed. 
ST the temperature had dropped as I crosse 
© “S winter sun was going down as I drove the s 


residence. Upon entering, I turned up the heat, put away my 
TeVoly 


cuffs and disrobed to my underwear and socks. I sat in m i 
barely lit efficiency apartment. I looked around at the fee belo. lt 
now made up my life. Through the dimness, ] focused on eit 
hanging on the wall before me. I could barely make oyt "i ec 


Endy, 

: dat A 

February 17th 1992. It was my 38" birthday and I was Mie * Mo day 
, again, D 










n sm 


1992 


The Oxford Plaza Apartments located at 924 N, 25th St 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin was torn down in November 1992 em, fi. in 
of the 


former residents having to find new homes. 
1994 


Bloody Attack In Prison Kills Jeffrey Dahmer 


The Wisconsin Man Had Been Imprisoned In 1991. He Confessed To 
Killing 17 Men And Boys. 


November 29, 1994|By New York Times 


-CHICAGO—Jeffrey Dahmer, whose gruesome exploits of mur 
necrophilia and dismemberment shocked the world in 1991, was aadi 
- and killed on Monday in a Wisconsin prison, where he was serving = 


consecutive life terms. 


2013 





























Dahmer’s crimes against his victims were not about j 
inst 


e or abuse. Dahmer killed because he had į illing 
nsa 


ye 


istic tortur 
gt, sadi 


ee, Inst, poweh 


tiable 
and having complete sexual control over a passi 
SSive 


He took many chances, but was ultimately a coward. Sometimes 
mild mannered and soft-spoken, he was also dangerous and depraved. 
4 needed alcohol to do what he did, was honest with police about his 
imes, and lived an empty, going-nowhere existence all of his adult life. 


He craved completely compatible and utterly compliant sexual partners. 
He had odd habits, many strange compulsions, and a vast sexual appetite. 


He made fatally bad choices that cost many people their lives. 


He didn’t boast about his crimes or attempt to play games, once 
caught by authorities. Described as sensitive, Dahmer seemed to have a 
genuine and earnest interest in learning more about why he was the way 
he was and presented a more human side when interviewed by police 
frst, and then doctors, and FBI specialists. Dahmer killed at a young 
age, but was able to go on living a reasonably normal life for nine years 


before truly beginning the serial killer period of his life. 


As difficult as it might be for most to believe or understand, many 
4 chiatric and legal professionals who interviewed Dahmer after he and 
all of his crimes were uncovered found that he actually had a nice way 


about him. Dahmer understood and even accepted and agreed that he 


served any and all hatred felt by anyone. 


ae 





















It was the story of the shirt—the short-sleeved, white shir 
stripes in the now infamous photograph that appeared on the “ill 
magazine with Dahmer looking pale and unshaven that initially i Pepi 
to contact Detective Patrick Kennedy. He described how Dahme d 
him about his first court appearance. Dahmer felt that fis sel “a 
appropriately and more formally for his first court appearance. Whi dreg 
officers might have uttered “tough” to this admitted serial killer r Most 
agreed to find something for him to wear to court and ended W H 
in clothes from his then 15 year old sophomore son, Pat Je% oll 8 
shirt given as a Christmas gift by Kennedy—and loathed by his son , ý 
a newer pair of black jeans*. This act of kindness, coming duringa a d | 
case of multiple murders, as well as other comments Kennedy had made F 
various interviews about the human side of Dahmer in various w F 
specials on serial killers (as he was asked to became the Milwaukee Po r 
Department's go-to guy on the subject of Dahmer), indicated to me at 
Kennedy might be able to shed some light on questions I had had ab a 


Jeffrey Dahmer, the person. 


l 


t With bp 


After a few months of corresponding via e-mail, Kennedy and I agreed 
to meet in April 2013 in Madison, Wisconsin at which time he would 
be there to help promote the film, “The Jeffrey Dahmer Files” (now, Jef: 
the Movie). The film had come full circle, first premiering in Milwaukee 
in early 2012. Since its debut, it and Kennedy along with the films 
director and fellow Milwaukeean, Christopher James Thompson fai 
participated in media interviews, panels, radio profiles and call-ins, all over 
the country. Now that the majority of publicity was starting to wind downy 
the film was back in Wisconsin, premiering in Madison. 


“The clothing would become part of Dahmer’ estate upon his death, which is now the le PE 
of the families of the victims. The families wanted to auction off some 312 items asawa 
55-gallon vat he used to decompose the bodies; the refrigerator where he stored body P&S l 

hammer; and his toothbrush. 


operty 





Kennedy’s long, solid, tree branch 


1” 
At 67 , -like 
in a warm Midwestern welco p" completely 


eve? pi mi 

i tw ety oe 
comparison to other notorious killers, what he was like durin T A 
petwee” interviews, and to either confirm or dissuade my w 3 in 
that Dahmer was ggestion 
put rather in order to 
yilsen who was convicted of killing many young men in 1983, Dahmer 
imately killed for sexually available company who would never be able 


fair magazine invited Dahmer to review a book about Nilsen as there 


are many similarities b 
hmer included necrophilia, the preference for strangling 


unique because he didn’t kill out of a place of 
of rage, 


keep his victims with him. Like Britain’s Denn; 
ennis 


Kennedy explained, after Dahmer was in custody, Vanity 


etween the two killers. The parallels between 


Nilsen and Da 
most of their male victims, dismemberment, and the idea of killing for 
company. They also kept the corpses and shared the fact that neighbors 


around them complained about nefarious and unpleasant odors coming 
e residences. Nilsen and Dahmer were both loners 
but with a profound interest and 


rest developed after 


from their respectiv 
with largely uneventful younger lives, 
fascination with dead bodies. In Nilsen’s case, his inte 
his grandfather's death and he presumably saw his first dead body. Both 
men were compulsive, alcohol dependent and chronic smokers. 

Nilsen revealed to police “that he killed people because they would have 
left” Nilsen confessed to police that he killed 16 (he was later convicted of 


killing 15 as they could never identify his 16 victim); Dahmer confessed 
to 17 murders in Wisconsin, but was ultimately charged with 16* killings. 
Ina 1993 interview Nilsen said that, “it was the combination of his own 


6. He would also please guilty to the 


Dahm 
€r confessed to 17 in Wisconsin and was convicted of 1 
ons to 17. 


m 3 a 
urder of his first victim in Ohio ultimately bringing his total convicti 


m’s passivity that he found so arousing? p, 
adistic killer, but rather one whose fa i 
Iregs 


























power and his victi 
Dahmer was not a $ 


i oil 
perverse, and more depraved. As time went on he began ¢ Te day 
0 Can ik 


his victims (although not something Nilsen is known 
> 


; admis 
e to a pathological need to be with his s “mitted a 


d 
have done) du onal a 


Dahmer preferred to drug his victims to unconsciousne Ms 

N s$ i 
strangle them unlike Nilsen, who for the most part strangled 7 hen 
while they were asleep or awake but from behind. 'S Victims 


Some might wonder why it even mattered. Dahm efitlongd 
it has been so many years since his crimes—what could fe i an 
teach us? He was a monster not fit to be called human as he ase stil] 
people believe. However, simply referring to him as evil or ae son ¢ 
too simple an explanation. Perhaps there was more to Dahm ' ' 
originally thought and presented primarily based on what we nA a 
about him shortly after his crimes were discovered then revisited a 7 
the time of his death in 1994. at 


A 


Had he survived, it is almost certain that he would have continued 
to talk—not about his crimes specifically—he had already told detectives, 
his lawyers, his family, and eventually the world what he had done, I 
do believe we could have learned more about what it was that created 
the individual who could commit such crimes. How does one allow his 
sexual fantasy life to overwhelm his real life? Why it was important or 
him to have so much control physically and mentally over men who he 
was supposedly very attracted to? Why didn't he want an interactive and 
engaging relationship? Why did he fear abandonment so much? E 
was it that he experienced as a child, observing his parent's relation f 
or the marital relationships around him that made him incapable ® 
wanting a normal, healthy, compromising relationship as an adult? 4 

P : de the act™ 
was it about his personality—or lack of personality, that ma 





pucati" with others so difficult? Later in life, he claimed to 
e : not 
4 ynd why peoP le got married, as it seemed to him that, “married 
, rie 


3 j gght all the time.’ 
pe? 


ne ever considered to confessing to his first murder in Ohio ; 
in 


Had 


pours oF days after it occurred? At the time, it was conceivable that he 
e 


have explained that it was an unjustified murder that unfortunately 
0 
apperti spontaneou 

ling. He would have been punished and sent to prison, but then 


spd wrest 
x released, he could have moved on with his life with the knowledge 
shat he had taken responsibility for the homicide and the parents of the 


oung man wou. 
af what had happene 


en or heard from again. 


sly between two bored teens who had been drinking 


id not have had to wait thirteen years with no knowledge 


d to their son, who left one day for a music festival, 


never to be se 


Because Dahmer was killed so early on in his sentence, Kennedy was 


ndful who had sat face to face with a sober Dahmer over 


one of only a ha 
ın extended period of time and spent a great deal time asking questions 


and discussing everything during the course of the investigation. It seems 


Kennedy was able to capture other sides of Dahmer during those interviews 


and it was those thoughts and memories that were worth preserving. 
OR 


cruel, and sadistic serial killers, 1 
and therefore possibly 
e additional thought 


Among the legions of narcissistic, 
believed there was something slightly more human 
_ More redemptive about Dahmer that deserved som 
bouta desperately lonely and introverted man whose killing was not = 
end, but rather a means to an end. For Dahmer it was about obtaining 
tractive male bodies for sex and having then having aime 
their Corpses, 


Dahmer was also noted for taking responsibility for T 
unusual among killers who often hold back information 2 
to frustrate and confuse investigators, or in an attempt to 
some power over authorities by playing games. There is ee 


seeking narcissistic serial killer who writes letters to the Press 



















hold i | 
he Pub a 
before th 


i st 
if they plan to kill themselves, be killed, or get away. lany be 
Da 


did all he could to avoid drawing attention to himself, obviously in ona, 
to avoid detection, but also because he was, ultimately not one a or k , 
craved fame and attention. Like Ted Bundy, most ee tel y 
others, maintain their innocence, and try to minimize their a k Å 
at every opportunity. Dahmer had told an Inside Edition incl l y 
January 1993, “The person to blame is the person sitting across ko n 


Not parents, not society, not pornography. Those are just excuses” 


are caught, such as BTK and Son of Sam, or who leave manife 


Most retired detectives are incredible storytellers so I was anxious 
to read Kennedy’s manuscript on “Dahmer, My Life with Jeff” w a i 
comprehensively detailed the intense six-week period that he spent 
interviewing and questioning Dahmer. A day-by-day recording of the 
events as they unfolded included the chronological interviews with 
Dahmer once he had been caught and brought into police custody, the 


hy 
OF 


effects the case had on Patrick personally, and on the entire city 
Milwaukee, as well as the devastation of his crimes, and their immediate 
aftermath. 
“I wrote it all out immediately afterwards just to get it out of me a 
then put it away for years. Eventually, over time, I began to review it and 
work on it as it became clear that I was probably always going to bekn i 
for this case for the rest of my career, so I wanted to make sure it K aS 
complete a record as possible. After meeting Chris and particip “ a 
the I was encouraged to see if there would be interest in t 


-+ of view inside the interrogation room,” 
point 8 00m,” says Kennedy, 







e the film and subsequent interviews, Q&As and art; 
. È ; A 
at cathartic, 1t also stirred up what a Reais “he 
w 
en back in 1991, and his feelings about Jeff Dahme » 
r, the 













ķiller. Now a 


x from sO much tr 


fter two decades, as he began his 60* year, he looked 


avel in the past year. 


was an opportunity to have it available in one publication—all of 


It 
+. thoughts, ideas, feelings about the case that could be permanently 
_ ded in one place. Also, to possibly come to terms with the frightening 


i a of the decapitated head staring back at him from the inside of 
D: hmer’s 
b in along 
wer him, that he could relive at any time, so many years later. When a 


refrigerator. The image of the head was forever seared into his 














still with the psychological trauma and horror he felt wash 


arson witnesses something so horrible, it is impossible to forget it. 


following the Dahmer case. Most importantly to Kennedy, though, 
r taking lessons learned from the experience, in order to bring about 
much-needed change related to the relationship between police and 


the di SI 
iverse communities that it serves. 


Fi 

a he needed the opportunity to speak on the subject of Dahmer 
Pte Pietely as possible with less focus on the gore and repulsive aspects 

a e which had infuriated him with some earlier documentaries 


and 
i Program d 
S done on the story, and, most disturbing, the fact that 





















photographs of the victims found in Dahmer’s apartm 


: ent had h f 
public over time and, thanks to the internet, could 


en ig 
be foung casi 


He preferred to focus more on Dahmer himself and hi 
1s (Kenn mn 
more recent history, and his own and other efforts made onth 
e 
Milwaukee Police Department and the education Syste 


; : ji adminis 
Criminal Justice programs to begin the focus on community A 
Work 


processes, He wa 4 
nforcement of by; 
U 


impressions of him at that time of his Capture. To use 4 


earlier such as during the screening and training 


to concentrate more on the importance of the rei 


and social economic class. H; 


a His manuscri 4 
was created from notes that he wrote about the interrogations, media 
scrutiny, police and legal politics that ensued immediately after his first 
introduction to Jeffrey Dahmer in 1991 and then it 


remained in the 
drawer of a desk at home for years to come. 


It was only much later when completing his career as a homicide 
detective in Milwaukee, retiring and then eventually deciding to continue 
his education earning a PhD in criminology that he began to work solely on 
the main professional focus of his life. He was working with others in law 
enforcement to identify and create new practices, procedures, and po 
identified as major problem areas during the Dahmer investigation regarding 
Previous police and parole encounters with the serial killer. His passion 
always for the work in the areas policing and diversity; and adam ek: 
and Tecognizing the ingrained tensions between cops and community: 


Fkk 


| f 


questions that ] t 
ing in Dahmer that he had rec 

thing in 
some 


Ognized back in 
see his ma 
ginny of Milwaukee, in the days after Da 

ns 
he Mo 


0 could 
1991 that 


llowed him to come across to t N the Media labeled 
(0) ) 


hmer Was revealed as 
iller. That was that once you sipped 
‘al killer. 

g sera 


him down to the man 
ss an interrogation table from him was 
aing acro 

sitting 


—that he was a human 
pingin need. 


always say that I must have seen evil in his eyes as I sat down 
le alway: i 
es ith him during our interrogations and I have to 
face w1 
face to 


honestly 
that I didn’t. I saw a very normal, ordinary guy who 
tell them 


—when we 
ings other than his crimes—seemed very much like me 
talked about sexk ou would meet,” said Kennedy. Despite Dahmer’ 
like you, like anybody : bes an odd kind of kinship that developed as he 
crimes, Kennedy desc ting Dahmer’s remorse for his murder spree and 
piny a ee grief when he was beaten to death a few es s 
y es adds that he didn’t befriend Dahmer at all during 
sr AA and never considered him as annhing a 
% c E a = did not continue to correspond with him 
than a murde . 


rve his 
s led off to se 

d in fact never saw him again after Dahmer wa 

and in fac 

sentence. 


ined about being 
I asked Kennedy about whether Dahmer aa =e used the 
bullied as a young person Kennedy said a a he knows that 
bis “bully” Specifically in their es ot ized as an adolescent. 
Dahmer did tell others that he had been victimize er was the target 
Others who knew him as a teenager claim that Dahm 
b 


by a group 
u 

ee OR R dc. Gane was ance badly beaten up 

of older teenage boys. 





























Others in law enforcement and forensic psychology who a 

an 
Dahmer afte revealed also seem to fing bid ew 
pathetic than ps 


demented. Accordin 
lived in the Monster, (about Dahmer) he wrote, “His a vol 
; ol. ahmava 

kill the intellect of the victim and to keep ate hm t's) 
a eir bodi 

pliant. This action seemed to me the ultimate ex bo digg 
pression ¢ n 


lity to relate in any normal way to another human h 
an eing? 


y 
Ae 
O 


p his crimes were 
ychotic; more sad than sadistic; more d Ne 
esperate th 


g to retired FBI agent Robert Ressler, in e 
> 1D his ponl 


J have 
intent was to 
alive and com 


Dahmer's inabi 


“Wherever people become alienated from society, wherever nei hb 
1gNbors 


hardly know one another, wherever families do not keep in ve i 
TY Close 


touch, wherever runaway teenagers roam dangerous streets wh 
’ ere rer 


violence is made t 
serial murder will be one troubling response. The big city gives tis 
e to 


‘enation, anonymi and anger, all of which 
ali ; ymity, ger, are elemental components 


of serial killings.” 


o seem a viable response to troubles, an upsurge j 
€ in 


s of Dahmer as a boy show a fairly carefree, shy, curious, 


ter. While either cycling around the woods in his 


Home movie 
and physical youngs 
Bath, Ohio neighborhood or swimming in the family’s above ground 
pool, Dahmer appears to have been normal in most ways. His parents 
as he grew into pre-adolescence, about his 


expressed some concern, 
behavior at times, but often cha 


obvious inwardness and introverted 
it up to being similar to his father at the same age. 

Lionel Dahmer has been quoted in interviews as saying that when he 
was young, he found it difficult to make friends, interact and connect with 
members of his peer group at school and the kids in his neighbor ood. 
Lionel, it seemed, grew out of this as he matured, and though at fis 
awkward, managed to learn the art of making conversation by asking 
questions, finding common ground, and eventually gravitating peoia 































A whom he had similar interests. I believe that Dah 
a that he too would outgrow the insular world he was start 

| j 4 phd inhabit, which was apparently supported by his ‘eo ; 
a hmer’s parents would express their concerns about his lack of ea 


opment and reserved nature. 


> f 
mers parents 


‘To help combat a loneliness that they feared might further separate 
from his peer group, they bought him a dog, Frisky, hoping that 
ould encourage him to be outside playing where other kids in the 
shbothood might join in. They also encouraged Dahmer to participate 
their second son was born by allowing him to name his baby brother, 
id, and to assist his mother with the care of a younger sibling as 
parents do in order to help children feel included along with the 
esponsibility of being an older brother or sister. Both parents have said 
that Dahmer liked participating in holding his brother, helping his mom 
collecting clothing or diapers from the nursery, and entertaining his 


younger brother as he grew. 


‘Asa child, Dahmer is not known to have tortured or killed animals, 
is common amongst the childhoods of notorious killers. However, 
er is known to have collected, inspected, and dissected the corpses 
d animals he found in the woods or road kill off the streets near his 
ilys home in Bath, Ohio. 


lt was while escaping the fighting at home that the young Dahmer 
Tide around the slightly isolated neighborhood on his bike or 
woods behind his house. He began to collect road kill or dead 
a that he found along the streets and woods nearby. Dahmer was 
| 3 5 by animal corpses, the innards, the bones and de 

ould find a bag or box and using a stick—pick up dead animals. 
3 il he would pick at the dead animal examini 


caying flesh. 


ng its insides, 










and extracting the bones. He asked his fatha 


rn away fur and flesh, thereby leavin 


removing the organs, ler 
B the pe 


using chemicals to bu 
completely cleaned. His father, a scientist, believed he haq a prodi 


an interest in chemistry in his midst and so encouraged him k y 
showed him how to clean the bones using acid rather than d k 
his interest in this unusual and perhaps unhealthy pursuit. Wan 
parents may have questioned their child about this piniad i 0 
past time, Lionel felt that he should encourage him in g ome 


; Oey ing thath 
seemed to have an interest in. It is believed that it was at this 8 thath 


time when 
ideas an 
ognize t! h e 
to animals 
or felt the need to exert control over another living thing throught | i 


Dahmer was alone with these animal carcasses that strange 
thoughts began to enter his psyche. It is also important to rec 
distinction that Dahmer is not known to have shown cruelty 


or infliction of pain and suffering at that time. 


content to explore the woods behind his house and the surroundi 
neighborhood than to be heavily involved in extracurricular activities a5 


he grew from a young boy into adolescence. 


As he became a teenager, there is strong evidence that he t E 
drink alcohol on a regular basis. Taken from his parent's house, it was 1 





























pe for Dahmer to show up to school with a paper 
c 
nthe would sip from before school started for the day, Th nat ol 
e of Dahmer's lack of motivation and the ahr yi: es 
alone 


| i low ambitions as far as deciding what he Wanted to do with hi 
wit is 


ess, and perhaps 
to ease or lessen the anxiety, It 


fe, Dahmer would drink to ease the pain of his lonelin 
Bale it easier to be around other teens, 
Bi tk ely a distraction from the problems that were going on at home 


en his parents fought. 


Although painfully shy, Dahmer is described as someone with a quiet 
charm and odd sense of humor about him. A story that demonstrates 
D: ers abilities is often told by some of his peers. One year, a group of 
students including Dahmer traveled to Washington D.C. to see the sites 
] J dvisit important landmarks. While on this trip, someone dared Dahmer 
to make a crank call. He contacted the offices of then Vice President of the 
United States, Walter Mondale and managed to charm his way through 
the phone call which eventually led to an invitation to meet the VP for 
Dahmer and his fellow high school classmates from Ohio. 


But it is also at this time in Dahmer’s life that he complained bitterly 
about the relationship between his parents. Although it seems from all 
accounts that the marriage was rocky from the start, there were several 
factors that apparently caused stresses in the marriage that would 
ee seal lead to a permanent end to his parents’ relationship. It was 
fo a time when Dahmer struggled with the realization that he was 
attr ted to men, worried that his family would find out he was gay, and 


5 4 ited to having more frequent dark and violent fantasies about the 
Dodi eS of men. 


Dahmer began engaging in a dangerous fantasy life which then 
matey became his real life. Dahmer was repressed because of his 






















sexuality and how he perceived it would affect those who | 
He maintained a double life—the young man people i A 
who had a secret sexual fantasy life. He had a difficult time 
keeping friends and was often described as weird or invisibl 


ewh 
and Di ry: 
Mak; 
€ in a 
He could appear normal when he needed to be and was * OW 

eXpert jj 
Possibly i 
dark fant, S 
ughts about a 


Perhaps it was Dahmer’s depression and alienation, and 
over the 1978 murder which added to his alcohol fueled 
or perhaps he used alcohol to govern his dangerous tho 


power, control, and domination over sexual partners, 


Dahmer was a sensitive, shy, and immature young man. He lacked 
motivation, passion, and ambition—which perhaps can be blamed Á 
part on what would become his habitual drinking problem. There doai 
seem to be any evidence that he attempted to equip himself for a more 
productive life, and always allowed alcohol to take over and mi a 
progress he did make. Eventually his crimes, once embarked on, would 


also become the focus of his entire world. 


From interviews with Lionel Dahmer and others who studied 
Dahmer, and his upbringing, there were significant areas of potential 
problems that manifested themselves from the dissolution of Dahmer’ 
parents’ marriage. One was the fact that Joyce Dahmer suffered from 
depression and anxiety. While not unusual in this day and age, there 
is still a stigma and mental health professionals and social agencies try 
to combat those issues through awareness, information, and educatiog 
campaigns. In the late fifties and early sixties, most lay people would i 
unaware of how to handle or treat individuals suffering from anxiety ane l 
or depression, Joyce was hospitalized several times during Dahmets : 
years and when at home, while trying to function as best as she cout 


ne resources available to her, she was often inbedt 
005 
and not able to be a strong and stable presence in ‘ 


jest son's life. Almost certainly because of his m 


ick or sim ply 

































he early years 


others me 
s, the feelings of abandonment that Dahmer was Bei ntal 
seemed 


lr pave taken root fairly early on. 
fo NA : 


Da hmer’s childhood was also lonely due to his father’s drive i 
ceed in his profession. An incredibly intelligent man, Lionel was 4 


person of science who often spent long hours away from home working 


ro not only 


-ral understanding at the time of the corrosive nature of improperly 


support his family, but to obtain further professional 


advanced degrees, and success. Again, due to a lack of 


treated mental illness, it is difficult to know how equipped Lionel was 
0 ‘manage a mentally ill wife while helping to co-parent his two young 
‘ons, and putting in the kind of hours, mental energy, and focus required 
for a burgeoning career in chemistry. Dahmer has recalled this time as 
one of great tension at home with his parents constantly fighting with 
each other, and he struggled to understand why they couldn't get along. 


At a pivotal time in his life, family dynamics may have been what 
led Dahmer to start experimenting with alcohol and disappearing on his 
Own for long periods of time in search of escape during the destruction of 
his family. However these activities may have gotten started, it became 
, part of who he was to become as he matured. He would occasionally 
ve bullied for being strange, friendless, homosexual, odd, and a weird 
Pn ster with a dark sense of humor. He was marginalized and 
| "aved strangely; Dahmer was spending a lot of time alone, craving 
| 4 Panionship, and obsessively allowing darker and darker thoughts to 
and “over, He became focused and obsessed with death and dead things 
h Seen to take hold. He ws lots of ie on his own 
involve him or engage him in other interests. 

























; psychiatrists have often pointed to this period in Det 
nsic z TA sar r 

„iA nt, a time when adolescent boys are starting to sort oil 
aa ive to them, that Dah t 

i tive to them, that Dahmer be 
ity and what is attrac gan to 
sexuality an 

d combine é i $ 
an «mals. While experimenting with deceased animals, this 4 
imals. 


of an th hi 
j is sexual d 
interest became intermingled with evelopment. He 


young age that he was homosexual, but for fear of 


his feelings of attraction with his interest in the am 
“Cul a» 


may have 


known at a UPsetting 
his family he was doing his best to repress these feelings, Dahmer 3 
May 


have also realized from an early age that his sexual interests invo 
viscera were deviant and that what stimulated him was unusual i 
likely not what others around him found arousing. At an age i 4 
young men are stimulated by photographs or films of a sexually "o 
nature; dating, and developing the early stages of a sex life, Dahmer a r 
dismembering road kill, watching horror movies, and fantasizing abou 


sex with incapacitated men. 


His severe drinking habits followed him to college where he was 
intoxicated most of the time, before being kicked out in his first year. 
He then joined the army after some gentle persuading from his father 
and now stepmother, Shari. Dahmer managed to keep his drinking 
under wraps initially and seemed to thrive in the early months of army 
life. Photos from this time show him as a buff, short haired, mustac 
smiling young man seemingly proud of his new fit physique and su 
during the beginning stages of military life in Germany. But befor 

the call of bars and alcoholic drinks beckoned, and he was often 
Discharged from the army, Dahmer found himself back in the Uni 
States in Miami, Florida where he worked a series of menial jobs, bub 
short of money, he resorted to sleeping on the beach. Most of the mo 
he earned went towards drinking and before long, he was calling 
looking for a way to come home. His father, instead of sending ™ 7 g 
offered to send him a plane ticket and when he went to pick Dahm a 


in Cleveland, he was disappointed and distressed 
8S€d to fi nd 


again intoxicated. 


. to say that alcohol was an escape for Dahmer 
ndered where his life : » Who by this 
e was going. Whether his lack of 
0 


his inability to make a plan for his future concerned 
rne 





ucation or 
s nknown, but it does seem to mark a time when, as his father and 
ut it, he was running out of options. It was likely also an 
he pain he still felt over his parent’s marriage breakdown 

’ 


ie i vision of his family unit, and his feelings about his sexuality. It 


sso provided 
Alcohol. fueled 


magazines an 
d of physique that he found most attractive, and 


him with the means of a vivid, if not strange, fantasy life. 
his hidden desires of having sex with men, he would flip 
rough d books and find photos of men in advertisements 
that had the kin 


decorated his variou 


Alcohol also provided 


s living spaces with items and objects that he liked. 


him with an outlet to fantasize about the kind 


of relationship he wanted in terms of desiring a companion he could 
dominate and control completely. Dahmer told police he found some sex 
an others and he wanted a completely compliant 


acts more appealing th 
k for sex in ways that Dahmer 


partner who would not demand or even as 


found uncomfortable, painful, or not arousing. 


Dahmer would later be diagnosed with Borderline Personality 


Disor . 
der (sometimes and more recently known as Emotionally Unstable 
nition, many of the 


Dita ae 
wo Disorder) but if you analyze the defi 

j * 
mots and symptoms are those that have also been used to describe 


his m 
othe 3 ; 
low self t Joyce including sometimes irrational fears 
and depression which 


of abandonment, 


este : > 
em, unexplained anxiety, must have 


affected him ; 
him in childhood and as he grew up- 




















While Dahmer was in custody and suddenly cut ofp fron 
Kennedy describes that during their down periods and discussing | 
other than Dahmer’s murders and sexual activities, h B th 
great ability to show a caring, empathetic, and even lovi 
others. For those who wondered if Dahmer was ps 
seem capable of having great feelings of love and a 


father, mother, brother, stepmother, and grandmoth 


e demons 4 i 
Ng Nature tp k 
ychopathic, hal 
fection towards p 
er despite Stemin À 
t seems that Dah d 
self; fantasizing . 


having no conscience about killing so many people. I 
spent a great deal of time alone and loathing him 


escaping his existence through alcoholism., 


I think of Dahmer as the reticent, polite, and sensitive 


who first appeared looking blank and pale in court, and 
interviews where he and his father, 


young man 
then later in 
Lionel, would try to answer he 
questions so many people had as to why these crimes occurred. Daha 
was pathetic and incredibly selfish as he began the process of trying f 
find sexual pleasure and companionable happiness with another mano ly 
citated 
and compliant sexual partner who fit the very specific body type that he 
deemed perfect. 


to rediscover that what he really wanted was a completely incapa 


Dahmer experimented on some of his drugged victims by drilling 


CoQ 


holes into their heads and pouring acid or boiling water into the wound, 
He hoped to create living breathing zombie boyfriends that he could 
completely control sexually, but his plan inevitably failed when his victims 
died. It was then that he would perform necrophilic and cannibalistic 


acts on the corpses and then try to dispose of the bodies without arising 
unwanted suspicion or attention. 


Dahmer’s preferences when it came to the male pee f f i 
slender and lean yet athletic and slightly but not overtly muscular yi a 
men. Because so many of Dahmer’s victims were African American® 


+ men of color, it was 
| | m= S an X ; ae at first that Dah 
fot sans. Dahmer denied th +i 
_Caucasians aati 
= y of the murders were 















i, although some people reported that they did find him to þe 


of colo l 
attimid and reserved around women in general. Dahmer emerged 


gomewh 


«truthful as far as the detectives determined, yet not necessarily always 
a 


immediately forthcoming. 


“Jeff would never volunteer information. We would pose questions 
to him about some aspect of what we were discovering on an hourly then 
daily basis and he would confirm or deny it and it always checked out. I 
am convinced that everything Jeff told us was the truth as we were able 
to confirm almost everything. That said, he wouldn't talk about anything 
related to his crimes unless we brought it up or asked first,” said Kennedy. 


Like Dahmer discussing the fact that he had cannibalized some of his 


victims initially. 


Kennedy tended to believe that the less than forthcoming nature 
of Dahmer was more about who he was all his life because when they 
discussed more innocuous subjects in between the interviews, he still 
needed to occasionally pull information out of Dahmer on the most 
Mundane of topics. 

Jeff was secretive. No question. He obviously found it difficult to 
b question. He obviously 

ormation and because of his crimes, he was always careful 


about 
Ww > as 

hat he said. He was a consummate liar and manipulator. Initially, 
the extent of 


€ lied 
to 7 : 
almost everyone about his sexual orientation, 
ity. But, 


his drink: 
it ht toblems, and obviously all of his criminal activ 


Seemed 
eve b : so 
n at that time, engaging in conversational exchange al 


975 


















d difficult for him, as it seemed to take a lot for him to rela 
seeme q wnat 
k questions, even though he seemed naturally curious about 
as F 


people,” says Kennedy. 


Some of course would say that Dahmer willingly confessed h 
was essentially caught red handed with body parts all over his 
but one has to be reminded of the arrogance and irrational claj 
Wayne Gacy, in Chicago who despite the fact that they pulle 
out of his basement crawlspace, maintained right Up until h 
that he didn’t know about the bodies or that his young, 


ecause h 
apartme 
Ms of Jo} k 
d 29 bo die 
is Execution 


male employ a 
must have committed the murders because they had access to his hat 
N 


and crawlspace. 


Deferential and unassuming, Dahmer never abducted anyone offth 
- LE 
street. He managed to charm and converse well enough with most young 


men that, unfortunately, all of his victims went with him willingly, Te 


lured his victims back to his home — he didn’t attack them on the street, À 
break in to find victims. Many have described Dahmer as quiet, reserved, 
and even boring and bland, and didn’t necessarily see the appeal that 
he must have had in order to encourage each of these young men—all 
complete strangers—to accompany him back to his apartment. In some 
cases the lure may have been free alcohol and/or drugs, or the chance to 
make some money by posing for photographs, and possibly sex, but then 
must have also been something else. Ultimately though, Dahmer knew 
that these men would need to leave at some point. They would have to 


return home to families or to work, so he killed them in order to keep 
them. 


difficult for most, who found it easier and more palatable to wi A 
an evil monster, Kennedy and I seemed to be part of a small group ©" 


















hed between the evil and monstrousness of Dahmer’s behav; 

cate ; : avior 

p ‘ without necessarily seeing Dahmer as eyi] and monstr 
Hon ous, 

w j ¢ what drove me to talk to Kennedy was that he believed that 
a eo : : a 

fl yh human being; a man admittedly with many problems 

ef i f 

pbm sy disor ders, and serious flaws, but a guy who ultimately wanted 

a toe 

pet ; jooking for someone to be with in a way that only appeals to a 

yd all segment of the population; necrophilia, 

tively i 

an 
eaey wouldnt refer to his relationship with Dahmer as a 
had too much respect and reverence for the relatives and 


giendshiP- He : ae te 
D „fDahmer’s victims. Even calling it a relationship made Kennedy 
1 . . 

sncomfortable, although ultimately it was usually how he described it; a 


fteful situation that brought the detective to Dahmer’s door. 


Over time, he began to know this person, and, without saying 
directly that he liked him, would go so far as to say that he didn’t dislike 
him, He often commented in interviews that he felt odd, or guilty for 
admitting that he felt something for the pathetic and lonely man who 
traveled down a dark and disturbing path only to end up with a wildly 
alarming and disconcerting fantasy life. When the fantasy proved to no 
longer satisfy, his reality became to meet attractive men he was able to 
on just long enough, to return to his home and accept a drink that, 


unbeknownst to them, was laced with drugs. 


l asked Kennedy about remorse, and whether he felt that any of 
Dahmer Claims of being sorry for what he had done felt genuine, and he 
aie that in the end Dahmer seemed regretful and contrite, 

„08s of guilt, and claimed to be sorry for what he had done. Usually 
“S do not express guilt or remorse because so many lack empathy and 


TE = . 
“emotion and often feel completely justified in committing murder 



















y to say youre sorry after you are caught, be 


ECA), 
Ui 


wouldn't have done it in the first ple ; 


ally sorry you E 
$ K himself, but once he was caught and had sobereq Up, h 
S 


orry for the pain that he caused so many people, Moe ’ 


youre 
couldn't 


say he felt s 
don't,” said Kennedy. 


Dahmer seemed incapable of participating in a stable relationship., 
chose instead to pick-up partners for casual encounters, or in most J 
offered his victims money to pose for photographs at his apartment. J 
surprisingly the inability to maintain healthy relationships js co 
amongst many serial killers. As Ressler writes, “young men who were 
loners as children...turned to fantasy as a result of physical and meni 
abuse during childhood, and were mentally unstable to Participate i 


normal, consensual sexual relationships as young adults.” 


Dahmer was well into his killing addiction by the time he T 
stopped by police. Amongst those who study serial killers—particularly 
sexually motivated, predatory killers—there’s the belief that they'll never 
stop on their own. While this addiction obviously hurt the people around 
him, there doesn’t seem to be that much difference between Dahmer the 
alcoholic who couldn't stop drinking and Dahmer the serial killer. The 
definition of addiction is a condition that results when a person ingests a 
substance (e.g., alcohol, cocaine, nicotine) or engages in an activity (e.g, 
gambling, sex, shopping) that can be pleasurable, but the continued use/ 


act of which becomes compulsive and interferes with ordinary life 


Lionel Dahmer wrote a letter to the judge urging that Jeff receive psychological therapy or treatm a 
for his chronic alcohol abuse. “I have tremendous reservations regarding Jeff's chance yo E É 
the street, (An alcohol addiction program) may be our last chance to institute something Ú 
his father wrote, Dahmer was released two months early of his 12-month sentence (at the wa 
request of Jeff to the judge) and just prior to the receipt of his father’s letter. 








jlities, su 


; ch as work, relationshi 
Fs hips, or health, Users 
may not 


7 chat their behavior is out of control and caus 

war A and others.” r iii Me 

comselves 

thems 

once he was caught, Dahmer had time to dry out and to conside 

d at jives that he had destroyed. It’s possible he felt remorse for i 

i j : 
truction caused by his own hands; sorry also for the damag 

e 


of the des : 
Shis own family, but he expressed his sorrow to the many families and 


friends ofh 


was forced to 
much of his teen and adult life. 


is victims in court. His family, who spoke with him after he 


stop drinking, observed emotions that were void for so 


ators of homicidal crime won't even admit to committing 


Most perpetr 


the crimes that they are charged with and vow to overturn convictions 


even when overwhelming evidence points to them as the guilty party. 


Some admit to what the 


"and express their regrets. 
from a prepared statement in front of the judge and the families of his 


but his apologies in court didn’t ring hollow. This was typical of 


y have done while very few will appear remorseful 


His delivery sounded emotionless as he read 


victims, 
Dahmer, according to Kennedy, who eventually came to realize that he 


was just not an emotional speaker. 


It is easy to write Dahmer off as another twentieth century serial 
killer who went to jail and was ultimately murdered there at the hands 
of a fellow prisoner. That said, it is important in this day and age to 
Possess a better understanding of how loneliness, isolation, internal 
dysfunction can dramatically affect a vulnerable person. To perhaps curb 
eee slide into ae a a and violent aai 
Paa Te mass shootings and pe killings. Dua o 
at ise e life of a young person needing to fill a void, and it 

re the fantasies are not enough, and thoughts then turn 




















to planning and strategizing, aa ultimately deciding whi 
the line into criminal activity. It is very common argonia 
such as Dahmer, but also as we see more and more in ae 

killers. We know how bullying can lead to abandonment, i 
drawal, and alienation, which can occasionally bed tior 


ading to antisocial behavior and eventually a ina sul len 


T to, a 
» Publ 
mass 
and with 
fantasy le 


out violence against an innocent victim or multiple victims 


After the case, Kennedy believed that police needed more involyeme 
with the communities they were serving, and that More trains 
needed to be implemented as to how to engage and communicate y 
neighborhood leaders and long-time residents in an effort to 7 
more closely together. He also stressed how the police in the Kond 
Sinthasomphone case were being told various stories including the sh a 
Laotian words of the victim, but in the end the police believed the polite 
Caucasian, who sounded and looked like them, and unfortunately that 
decision cost the child his life. This aspect of the case is one that always 
haunted Kennedy and was almost always included as part of the trainin 
he developed for his students when he became a professor of Cri : 


society's view of anonymous gay male encounters. Training in the area of 


sensitivity, compassion, and respect towards homosexuals in Mi 


was generally the case everywhere in the United States in the late eight 
and early nineties. Sadly though there is much work to be done between 
police and the communities that they are hired to serve and protect ® 


tensions of all kinds continue to divide communities. 


In many ways Dahmer’s confession answered a lot of a stion 
spe € cific to his criminal activities and his victims. Other, larger iss! 

























Mer 
be developed 
ing, and societal 
justice system, 


hat B ships between several communities had 
rder to > build better communications, understand; a 
sentation at all levels of law enforcement and the ; 


An often critical time in Dahmer’ life mentioned by family, high 
ry É yaintances and others who studied his upbringing, was when 
s were splitting up and on their way to divorce. Kennedy 
i when Dahmer was 18 and living at the house in Bath, 
jer had moved out and was already living with his girlfriend, who 
er become his wife and Dahmer’s stepmother. His mother 
ed that she was leaving Ohio and taking Dahmer's younger brother 
i «th her. Because relations between Dahmer's parents were 
it seemed that each were coming and going without notifying 
Saf their plans. Dahmer was still completing his final year of 
h school so he remained in Ohio. Dahmer was left in their home 
ne fo for an extended period of time and it was during this time that he 


mitted his first murder. 


ch had been made of this period of so-called abandonment = 
3 ahmer was on his own but Kennedy said he never really bought it. “ 
5 tè years old for heaven’s sake. It wasn't like he was alittle kid Pies 


tend for himself,” Kennedy said. 


Ja ed if it was possible as to whether Dahmer may have even 
X TER i to some extent—perhaps Dahmer had been 1 
‘tpon her leaving that he get in touch with his father to bt be 























know that she and their other son had vacated the house. dibs d 
young man who was used to spending time on his own, ie: a 
and had slightly unusual pastimes, might he not crave the May tO exa 
as relations between his newly separated parents simmered onal a 
believed that it was feasible, especially because of Dahmer, sal a 
well practiced ability to omit crucial details, and his skill as = tl 
until Lionel Dahmer returned to the house and found Da we a as 
confronted him that he learned that his former wife ae One an 
left Ohio for Wisconsin. Many reported that the TA donma 
significant period in Dahmer’s life because the arrangement lef; D i 
with no money, food, or a working refrigerator in the house, E 


Depend: 
on how resourceful Dahmer was at this time of his life, it Pen 


May have inde 4 
been a time where he felt utterly alone in this world ang began to d 


abandonment by anyone who chose to leave him in the future. 


Dahmer began retreating from any kind of an e 


motional worl 
at a young age, and lived a rather lonely existence th 


at became more 


become very dark early on. Eventually he was unwilling to be left aloi 
by anyone he found attractive and wanted to be with once he met him, 
This led to Dahmer’s first murder, which went undetected for 13 years 


until he confessed to that murder and ultimately so many more. 


There was much made about the possibility of studying Dahmers 
brain* after his death in order to find out if in fact it was impaired in some 
way, or if damage at some point had caused him to behave the way he did. 
It would have also been interesting to have known what the state of 
Dahmer’s liver and kidneys were at the time of his death because of the 


his ts 
"Itwaslater released that after his death, Dahmer’s brain was examined at the request of his paren 











„mount of alcohol he had consumed in his short life. One 

3 ognize and realize the effects of long-term alcohol abuse A ns 

re “The effects of alcohol on the brain, especially chronic d e v 
cdrin ing 


< dmind 

, idly well documented—which can affect mood 
motivation, 4 
further education or training in any meaningful way. Chronic 


ee : f > Personalit 
mbition, and which also explains some of Dahmer’s in z Ys 
ability 


to pursue 


qubstance abuse can also affect one’s ability to empathize or sympathize 


with others; 

his curiosity about life, people, and events suppressed, and any emotion 
or sensation h 
make a person less inhibited, so that when he approached young men, or 
lice, or his neighbors, Dahmer could come across as engaged in the 


po: 


world and somewhat more interesting, but it was a false reality. 


it made him uninterested in the world around him. It made 


e had was stifled under the weight of alcohol. It can also 


Once Dahmer began murdering more frequently, he often discussed 
his anxiety and depression with his probation officer, and related it to 
his sexuality, his solitary lifestyle, his dependence on alcohol, and his 
financial difficulties (most of his money was spent on alcohol and supplies 
needed to conceal and dispose of bodies). He occasionally admitted to 


harboring suicidal thoughts. 


In custody, Kennedy recalls observing Dahmer as he slowly came 
down from the high of the alcohol he had consumed that day, recognizing 
the signs from his own days as a drinker. Initially, Kennedy believes, 
Dahmer may have even had a sense that despite the police discovery 
of the photos and the severed head in the refrigerator—that he could 
. the right combination of things which would make the 
that night ~~ go away, and that he may even be allowed to go home 
& > ot i a part of him that must have known that this was 1t, 

rouble, that all of the killing and deviant sex were now 


ver. At th ? 
“same time Dahmer had almost always had an uncanny ability 























to talk his way out of tense situations. ati i Kennedy, a 
when he mentioned that other police and crime scene ied 7 
ded on his apartment and were going through ever. 7 
by room, that Dahmer sat up straight, “The police are ihn \ 
right now?” It was then that it actually hit him that these wail i i 
he could say that would explain any of this without being ch 
several serious crimes, that he asked Kennedy for his pan: 


descen 
arged i : 


It is a fairly common technique which many detectives employ wig 
varying degrees: befriend the perpetrator, make him your buddy a 
get him talking. In this case, however, considering what Kennedy ha 
seen only an hour or so before, it is quite remarkable, Kennedy a 
able to keep his composure and mental focus as he spoke coolly with 
Dahmer and listened to details while casually extricating himself from 
the interrogation room to confer with his supervisor to hear the latest 
gruesome atrocity discovered in Dahmer’s apartment. Kennedy man: zed 
to maintain Dahmer’s trust and by fortifying the rapport and the bond 
he was building with Dahmer, all while under the glare of media 

. spotlights camping out at the apartment building and police station, as 
the speculation of double-digit numbers and dismembered body parts 
began to circulate amongst the core of neighbors standing in the light of 


police cars, crime scene trucks, and media cameras in astonished horror. 


The story outside the interrogation room was getting more bizarre 
and depraved by the minute as Kennedy calmly conferred with his 
colleagues several times before returning again and again to the cramped 
room with Jeffrey Dahmer and his strange story. 


One has to remember that police hadn’t been hunting a killer, p 
less a serial killer because until that night, no bodies or body parts OS 
been discovered, There were Missing Persons reports on some of the 


yictims, but there was no reason to believe that th 
' the 
py season tO believe that one person was re 
spo 


0 
pe apparently happy and healthy men who had 


se men Were dec 
disappeared, 


Cased, 


any of 


He was unlike other serial killers who leave their TN 
be found thus alerting everyone that someone amongst fone sg to 
people- Serial killers usually choose victims types such as the 7 killing 
like senior citizens, and children, or women and men who live oem 
lifestyles: Dahmer’s victims were different. These were healthy, sl 
fit young men who only became vulnerable through intoxication "i 
dragging. These men were young, athletic, social, and in some cases 
gay of bisexual, but 
potentially vulnerable and who didn’t perceive Dahmer as a threat. He 
incapacitated these otherwise physically capable men by drugging Ten 


sed out therefore always creating a completely vulnerable 


physically not people that one would perceive as 


until they pas 
victim. 


phones, and social media, family 


In a time long before CCTV, cell 
members must have been worried and fearful as they reported their 


missing family member. Dahmer concealed and usually destroyed the 
hing violent had 


bodies of his victims so there was no evidence that anyt 
happened, or that anything like serial murder was occurring in the city 
of Milwaukee. 

During Dahmer’s entire crime spree, there were nO bodies, i 
evidence, and no crime scenes. Almost all of the crime occurred in = 
apartment which no one accessed except Dahmer until the night sé oe 
E As far as anyone knew for sure, these men were ry ore 4 
they ibs friends want to believe that their loved one 18 
the se eee again. In the Dahmer “ait 

families, although worried, to Biv up 





missing family member would eventually come home safely, 



















Kennedy’s manuscript wraps up the last day that he 5 
with Dahmer. It was the day that the jury returned wit 
and Dahmer was sentenced at the courthouse. Pat recall 


aw and en. 
h the verdi 
ed the so ù 
hmer’s vs a 
S of the pep E 
case reached 4. 

8 feeling a a 
Biemollnyocss--he, knew Dahmer was going away forever and that | 
needed to be put away without any chance of getting out, ke a 
that the anger towards the police had been building steadily vel 


Dahmer’ ability to kill so many young men without detection When i 


ces to stop him; 
ed for months; a 


ck to the waiting 
arms of his killer; and the seemingly general lack of interest in all ofth ‘ 


the courthouse as chaotic, with family members of Da 
the media, members of the police force, as wel] member 
public who felt the need to be present as this horrific 
final conclusion. Despite all of it, Kennedy remember 


public learned that there had been more than a few chan 
odd and curious smells in the apartment that went ignor 


victim who had managed to escape only to be brought ba 


missing young men suddenly gone with no explanation, no one was able 


to provide answers. 


Kennedy knew that because of the size and scrutiny of this case 
Dahmer and his crimes would never be forgotten and that somehow all 


of this would become a cautionary tale of a twentieth century serial ki 


seemed to like police and law enforcement, which is rare amongst 
especially when caught and punished. 




































ennedy had interrogated suspects for far less serious 
G 


: ri 
e to deal with than Dahmer, who seemed rec: mes who were 
resi 


A ared to pay for his crimes. Unlike most ne pii his fate 
lite, answered their questions, and was respectful of the Si mer was 
if A A y Bas e ; 
"4 escorting him from his jail cell to the police station and 7 ees 

nd ¢ <a 


Due to Dahmer’s notoriety he was placed in solitary confinem 

which was 23 hours in a cell by himself with one hour for ae 
activity: For a lonely man who craved companionship, this must have 
peen nearly impossible to bear, and within a short period of time, he 


requested to be placed with the general population. He knew that it was 
acertain death given his notoriety. 


Prison also reawakened Dahmer’s reliance and interest in his religion 
ashe once again tried to “get his life right” as he would put it, as when he 
was living with his paternal grandmother and attended church regularly. 
He had always believed in a Christian God, as he would explain to his 
ibere and during his crimes and to police and his lawyers once he 
was caught. He remarked in court that once he had committed his first 
murder he believed his life and spiritual soul were doomed. He felt that 
what he had done could never be forgiven and that he was destined to go 
to hell, so it didn’t matter if he went on to kill more people. Throughout 
his early and mid twenties, he sought solace in alcohol, which essentially 


wrecked everything that could have helped him to turn his life around 


and possibly a more or less normal life. 


N Instead, at 18 he felt his life was over for what he had done, that he 
didn’t deserve to be happy or successful so alcohol was his escape, and 
he began going through the motions of life until his dark fantasies took 
over. He always felt that the turning point for his murder spree began 


while in the haze of a lonely, alcoholic, sexless, emotionally bankrupted 
























se of the act of an anonymous man at the 
life. It was poe note offering to give him a blow job in 
who tossed j a abandon the legitimate life that he had created i 
that he decided to and finally achieve love and physical | 
instead pan ee dn’t follow the man, but it seemed to h 
on his terms. 


PvP ig 
the bath 


telation, A 


ave tri ed 
is of conscience in Dahmer, so deep that he finally admitted tp 
a crisis O + was and always had been attracted to Men, and in 
himself that he attracted to him. He decided that he would 
ine a. “wasn't fooling anybody.” Further, the in 
a lie an 


also reawaken his lustful desire to engag 
to 


Cident seemed 
e with unconscious or dead 


dies — to do whatever he wanted with the corpses of men, 
bodies — 


A few years later, Kennedy’s partner on the Dahmer ¢ 

hy had been to the prison on another matter and h 

2 reported back to Pat. According to Murphy, 
whic 


ase, Den is 
ad seen Jeff 
Dahmer had 


he remembers many 
f the officers around him predicting that he wouldn't survive a year, 
or the o 


uested the transfer to the general population; 
req 


ah as a marked man from the day he entered the penitentiary, 
Dahmer w: 7 
His murder in prison was inevitable, and Dahmer would have a ; d 

j i is desi und other 
this prior to being moved out of solitary. His desire to be aro 

is 


. . . idot 
people must have outweighed his fear of being killed, or he simply di 
care anymore. 


Prior to Dahmer’s 1991 arrest, he did nothing t oe 
himself. He wanted to fly under the radar. He wasn't y e a 
himself a name to identify his serial murder spres; He a Aii 
send anonymous letters to the print press or television p ; r M 
captured, he never seemed to seek out the cameras as dbut it seemed 
out of court. He was interviewed after he was — duty to answer 
much less self-promotion and more about a sense of dut 


— 























towards th 
peves, e end of Dahmer’ jj fe 
pk to police that Dahmer had changed ino 
` TE ; er wa st 
she pervasive publicity around him and the nae ri Because of 
when someone pointed him out, he would always ackn . he received 
è È 5 0 
yas. Some might believe that this ultimately proves hi edge who he 
© was reall 
ya 


> rum 
Ors Started filteri 
In 


scumbag, who actually did crave attention—even ee ean 

; : ; Nd unh 

attention, and that this would certainly negate any i, ~r 
€ qualities 


he may have ever had. 


s though, it makes him even more human. After years of tryin 
8 


Perhap 
to downplay the media-generated labels and what they represented, he 
found himself in prison with no place to hide. He didn’t revel in what 
he had done nor did he try and downplay it. He didn’t attempt to make 


money from his crimes or exploit his victims (at least any further than 


what he had done to them originally) and he genuinely took responsibility 


for what he’d done and tried to find the cause of why he had committed 


these crimes. 


Killing his first victim was a horrible occurrence in his mind and 


he was wracked with guilt, but that turned to a kind of invincibility 
that he found powerful, yet strange. He lived in fear of being found 
out so he began going to great lengths to seek out his sexual desires 
without hurting anyone else. He stole a mannequin which he kept in the 
closet of his bedroom at his grandmother's house so he could li 
itand use it as a masturbation aid. Dahmer began thinking of himself 
victims — men he wanted, 
Because he didn’t want 


s. Once on his 


e with 


ae with supreme control over his 
5 who ultimately left him or tried to leave. 
fight every victim, he began drugging his casualtie 


F> he visited bathhouses where he would drug other men with spiked 
° until someone complained and he was asked to leave and not 
5 by drilling 


Teturn, : are. 
^ Even his early attempts to incapacitate his victim 




















holes in their skulls and filling the wound with liqui dl dis 
misguided, show that he tried everything he could think of to all 
and satisfy his necrophilic urges. Finally, his cannibalism all 

ed to pa 


ntic notion ; y he 
a part of some sort of roma and bizarre ma E : 
Ny 


lovers with him forever. 
kkk 


On November 28, 1994, Dahmer was sent along with tw 
00 ler 


ctional Institute i 
Portage, Wisconsin. Christopher Scarver first beat the other e n 


front of Dahmer before turning his weapon, a grip from a barbel] -n 
on Dahmer, who put up no resistance. Coincidently, it was the very g 4 
kind of weapon Dahmer used against his first murder victim, le 


prisoners to clean a bathroom at the Columbia Corre 





During the autopsy the doctors did not find any marks or bruis 
Dahmer’s arms, which would normally be found if the victim had attempted 
to defend himself. It’s troubling, as it is human instinct to defend oneself 


es on 
d 


against physical harm, but he knew that he was a marked man. He saw 
a man die in front of him before the killer turned his sights on Dahmer. 
Dahmer allowed himself to be killed. 


Dahmer was a target for a couple of reasons. Because the majority 

of his victims were African American, prisoners who were also African 
American would likely want him dead as payback. Another reason would 
have been because of Dahmer’s infamy. For better or worse, cottage 
industries of everything from comics to collector cards seem to spring a i 
whenever a infamous serial killer is caught. Dahmer apparently eia 
a lot of mail and attention because of who he was. When he w r 
through the prison, people whispered and pointed him out, of p d F 
to him. He may have been invisible to some extent in the ia a 
before he and his crimes were discovered, but once incarcerated, a 
considered a famous prisoner in and amongst low | Apis 






























g Dahmer, Christopher Scarver claimed that he believed 
t and that he had to punish Dahmer for his sins. 
ile still in jail but trying to sell his unpublished 


> claimed that it was actually because of Dahmer’s et 


or and proclivity 


sasons he decided to be 


for tasteless and inappropriate jokes that 


at Dahmer to death. 


f Dahmer taken at his arrest show a young man with trim 
and lean frame. During his incarceration he gained weight 
30lbs) most likely due to 4 combination of the typical 

lent in more penitentiaries, and a general 


et that seem preva 
s confinement. A photo of him taken 


cal activity during hi 
ore his death show a much older man than his 34 years, with 
: hmer is 


- hair with an ashen gr 
ted, and uncomfortable 


son pallor synonymous with a 
under artificial light, and who smokes 


ey coloured appearance. Da 
with the additional weight. There 
person who spends all of his 


wless surroundings, 


always knew he 


prepared to die while in prison and likely 
nt in religion, 


vive into old age. With a renewed engageme 
believed that his fate was to be determined by a higher 


hatever happened to him, it was meant to be, and part 


y at large. He told the judge at his sentencing that 
death sentence and that he “wanted death for himself.” 


ce was 16 life sentences (over 936 years). 


ay serials killers believe that the things that made Dahmer son 
stu y seri 


unique from other ki 


















is readiness to answer question. 
llers was his questions, 


i i i nd his willi 
ee tions and discussion, a ngness wA 
icipation 1n evalua 
particip Oo 


ake complete and full responsibility for his crimes. Al] 
take 
to those who hunt killers. 


In the first weeks of December 1994 when news of Dahme 


Of this is hepp 


r's death 
Aao a ] 
was making its way around the world, People magazine’s article abou 


murder was headlined, The Final Victim: Haunted by Hig Grim UA 
of Murder and Cannibalism, Jeffrey Dahmer, Like the Families of Man, 
of His Victims, Felt He Deserved to Die. iny 


Tes) 
Nis 
es 


According to this article, Jack Levin, noted professor of Criminology 
at Northwestern University in Boston, was quoted as saying, “Most ee, 
killers are pathological liars. Dahmer was different. He was willing 
reveal his experiences with murder, and we could have learned more fro m 


him.” 


But the article also suggests that even though he confessed and was 
being punished for taking the life of so many victims, Dahmer didn’t desen ve 
to die in prison. He was sentenced to spend the rest of his life there and 
natural causes should have ended his life. While it is understandable that 
there were many who felt that justice, outside of what had been decided in 
that Milwaukee courtroom, had been served with Dahmer’s murder at he 
hands of another, there were people who mourned his death at age 34. : i S 
family, those who came to befriend him in prison and indeed even Kennedy 


(who learned so many terrible things about Dahmer) felt at a loss. His mothet 


“qh 


ly 
Ly 


Joyce was quoted at the time of his murder as saying, “Now is eve p 
happy? Now that he’s bludgeoned to de ath, is that good enough for everyo: ne: 






























p ation, with the desire to liye as long a lif 

l bars. Dahmer wished to die and did : niin 

and eventually beaten to death Bc ay aie 

a i ; arently, 

was being beaten to death were, “I don’t w Sia 
lve or 


cand kill me.” 


ek 


lear that while Dahmer always intended to plead guilty, his 
; felt that they had a strong case of insanity and the world’s media 
Je to dissuade the public that anyone capable of such atrocity 
to be sick. It seemed that Dahmer’s depravity caused most 


people to question his sanity and his state of mind. 


- Kennedy the question of whether Dahmer was sane or insane 
He believed that Dahmer suffered from mental disease 
nately led to the deaths of his many victims, based on what 
nd learned about Dahmer. He believed that Dahmer could 
degree but that he had to be mentally insane in order to 
ch crimes against so many people. 
ual predators have dual personalities (not to be confused 
n multiple personality disorder) which to a sexual predator is 
to function in the real world with family, friends, co- 
eighbors, etc., while the true self’s world is filled with 
king potential victims, and then preying on those they 
ing, available, or simply unaware of the danger the 
til it is too late. 


of Dahmer’s deviancies as diagnosed by many 
t his sanity trial, including Dahmer’s defense, 
n a mental disease as defined by law and was 


driven by obsessions and impulses he oe unable ği control, and 3 
not responsible and eligible for ia in a psychiatric hospita], Be y 
prs pai it it i co ol 
compulsion to have sexual encounters with corpses, D cfense e ; À 
Fred Berlin testified that “Dahmer was unable to conform his conduct * 
time that he committed the crimes because he was suffering bom nal 4 

(Paraphilia or “love of the beyond” is defined as an overwhelming | E 
attraction and desire that is considered abnormal or una cceptable) or p 
specifically, necrophilia.” Dr. Judith Becker, a professor of Poychiae il 
Paptiology als diagnosed Dahtner ae insane for acting on his neg Ml 
Bama ree crpest witness De Car Wahlstrom, diagnosed Dahmer p 
borderline personality disorder. 1 















The prosecution’s argument was that Dahmer had the ability to 
both appreciate the criminality of his conduct and to resist his impulses 
despite any disorders Dahmer suffered from mentally. The prosecutions 
expert witness, forensic psychiatrist Dr. Phillip Resnick testified al 


needs he did not have to cater. However, Dahmer did resort to necrophilia 
with almost every victim once he strangled them, having sex with the 
Corpses several times after death, therefore did have necrophilic tendencies. 
Resnick diagnosed Dahmer with borderline personality disorder. Dr. Fred 
Fosdel also testified to his belief that Dahmer was without mental disease 
or defect at the time he committed the murders, although he did state 
his belief that Dahmer was not cruel or a sadist, characteristics common 

































sl, like many others, felt that Dahmer was unique amo 
. 4 á 
jal killers in that regard. He also diagnosed Dahmer Hi 


pt sonality disorder. 


anal witness to appear for the prosecution was forensic 
-ychiatrist Dr. Park Dietz who testified that he did not believe Dahmer 
| -ed from any mental disease or defect at the time that he committed 
ing: “Dahmer went to great lengths to be alone with 


he C a stating 
ictim and to have no witnesses.” He also felt that Dahmer’s habit 


intoxicated prior to committi 
sof the kind of killer Dahmer was. Typically for sexual 
leading up to and the actual killing 


ng each of the murders was 


jn term 
illers, the activity before, 
ypically drives them for reasons including fear, dominance, 


ed, sadism, and revenge. For Dahmer, he actually deplored 
atch his victims as easy and uncomplicatedly 
first and then suffocating them while they 
in his mind, would be painless. For 
pecific and overriding. The sexual 
e to do to the bodies after—from 
parts of the body and skulls. 


killing in order to obtain a 


y drugging them 
ous so that the death 
x predilections were s 
came from what he chos 
srment, to cannibalism, to saving 
his compulsion was necrophilia; 


in g to Dietz. 


se to kill young men that he found attractive because he 
in sexual acts with a completely unconscious partner. 
oped several unusual and eventually dangerous sexual 
yentually acted upon them despite the risk and with 
e of others—almost everything vile, unconscionable, 


ectful was done post-mortem. 


had a compulsion to kill, he would not have to 

























drink alcohol. He had to drink alcohol to OVetCOm his 1. 
which he would rather not do.” Dr, Ben inhibiti, 


the crime iagn n, o g 
with substance use disorder, paraphilia, and personality iii: Dahme. 
borderline and schizotypal features. disorder | k 


In addition to the specialists who were asked to testify f 
there were also two court appointed mental health profe wE h each side, 
independently of either prosecution or defense. Forensic ' a i ing 
George Palermo and clinical psychologist Dr, Samuel Phil Dr, 
Palermo suggested that the murders Dahmer com man, D, 


» Dr 


3 R mitted were the 
of “A pent-up aggression within himself. He killed those men } 
ec 


wanted to kill the source of his homosexual attraction to them, I 
m. 


ause he 
them, he killed what he hated in himself” Palermo dai ling 
with borderline personality disorder. p 


Dr. Friedman, who also diagnosed Dahmer with borderline 
personality disorder, testified that it was a longing for companionship A 
caused Dahmer to kill. He stated, “Mr. Dahmer is not psychotic” a 
spoke kindly of Dahmer, describing him as “Amiable, pleasant to be wit $ 
courteous, with a sense of humor, conventionally handsome and charmi 4 
in manner. He was, and still is, a bright young man.” i 


kk 


Trying to comprehend Dahmer is to understand or attempt to 
understand the power of loneliness and alienation at its absolute core. Too 
often fantasy is the severely lonely person’s internal coping mechanism 
which can occasionally become external and homicidal. Dahmer 
personality and low self-esteem manifested itself early on in the mostly 
selfharming actions of drinking too much but eventually became ani 
addiction to his more troubling external actions against others—ctt ai 
of murder which, like drinking he was incapable of stopping on bis "i 








. it was alcohol and abnormal sexual compulsion, 
- drove this particular killer, who confessed to every 

















Patrick Francis Kennedy 
(1954-2013) 


ick Francis Kennedy was born February 17, 1954 in Detroit, 


ne of ten children born to Catherine and Angus Kennedy 
st of the male siblings, Patrick would eventually follow in 
5s into law enforcement and become a police officer. 
sed in Detroit where he was active in sports — primarily 
tball and his size (over 250lbs) and height (67”) were 
‘Athletics would always be an important part of Pat’s 
d cycling to his growing list of physical passions even 


cnee surgery and painful rehabilitation in 2008. 


otst 


1 in a devout family that embraced the Roman 


the pull of the Catholic faith from very early 
study theology with the intention of attending 
vriest. He followed that path to St. Lawrence 
"Fond du Lac (Now Marian University), 
ity and where he would meet his 
Jolly, Greg Jarouch, and James 











and the two began dating. He always joked that he wo 
a priest, but could not keep the vow of Poverty; 


uld h 
When it 
the vow of chastity that ended that pious journey, Wi 


of dating, Mary Lynn discovered she was pre 
decided to get married and start their family. 


ave become 
S actua 
thin a fe mond 
gnant and in 1974 th ] 
e 
The focus of Par’, SPirity 
a 
| | : e church an į Portant 
of his daily life, but with a young wife and 4 baby On the w a 
ay, P at’s 
Wwork/public Service 
aukee and at the ai 
d work in the area of 


me located ina smal] 


life would always be the Catholic faith and th 


new area of study became the community and socia] 
They decided to start their new life together in Milw 
of 19, Pat became a father for the first time. He foun 
social work by becoming involved with a group ho 


town in northern Wisconsin. 


He became director of a not-for-profit group that helped low and 


middle income families purchase first homes, as well as giving ex 


convicts, an opportunity to learn a legitimat 


work experience, and making money to live. They would purchase run- 


ilwaukee and Pat would hire 
former prisoners who were determined to leave their criminal lives ` 


behind them. He would have them learn a trade through apprenticeship 
in the construction field including building, painting, remodeling, 
plumbing, electrical, etc., while getting paid legitimately while working 
on the dilapidated houses. The houses would be fixed up and sold with 
any profits made being put back into the organization. 


e skill while gaining valuable 


down foreclosed homes in downtown M 


Pat also attended Lakeshore Tech and played basketball one 
1977, but for the most part, he held a variety of jobs in order to p a 
for his family. They moved a few times and even tried a move ve p 
he decided to relocate his family to Texas. He would later aiii 
people that the Western adventure was a complete disaster. 





















































went on to have three children (two sons, Patrick and 


ad Mary 
r, and a daughter, 
z family, Pat decided to tu 
ving grown UP the son of a police 
in 1979 and at age 25 was quickly hired on as an officer of the 
t and a percussionist in the Milwaukee 


viilwaukee Police Departmen 
y tice Band. Pat was active as much as possible, so if you were spending 
__ with him, you were biking, hiking, skiing or swimming. 


i W! l 


Maureen) and in order to keep up with a 
rn to a new career that he was familiar 


officer. Kennedy entered the 


s adult life, but 


r Kennedy for most of hi 
ams and 


Alcohol was a problem fo 
e managed sobriety successfully thanks to treatment progr 
tholic faith. As Pat put ithe isnt sure if he drank because 
e was starting tO breakdown or if the marriage began to 
his drinking—likely a little of both. He attended 
etings but admitted that he struggled with it 
well as stress at 


of pressures On the job, as 
ary and Pat divorced, remarried and then 


1 because of 
solic Anonymous me 
time because 
the marriage. M 


metimes called Police Activities 
e with the struggle of alcoholism 
young man and through his 
PAL and it would always 


‘Athletic League (so 
L proved to help Pat cop 
nd on many occasions. Asa 
Pat was involved with 
at he would devote countless hours and energy to. 
the program to new communities, strengthen those 
hed neighborhoods, and promote and encourage the 
His participation would also always give him 
nd on to the beloved basketball court. 


pi 





na Mayes 


OÑ; 






*hOOl-telateg 


Ngthen 


: b 
athletics as well as youth enrichment, educational] anion ip a 
uth leaders, 
shi 


programs in addition to sports such as soccer, basketbal] fi 
d Cotbal] a 
’ nd 


many other sports throughout the U.S. The Program general] 
era 
y Solicits 


© communi 


people in sports, and help with homework and other 
activities. The purpose is to build character, help stre 


community relations, and keep children off illegal drugs Police. 


ing on 


funds, equipment, and volunteer help from members of th 
Participants in the League’s activities are much less lik 
i 


: . : el t 
in crime, far more likely to praise the character of thé p y to engage 
o 


discourage their friends from either committing crimes Tio and 
criminal activity. The program usually has a he aie up 
Although the vast majority of the League’s contests are with din 
in the same city, there are regularly scheduled national contests w 
teams in different parts of the country. For many of the young W 


who participate, it is their first chance to travel outside their home city 


Kennedy received his Masters Degree from The University of 
Wisconsin-Milwaukee in 2000 and retired from the Milwaukee PD that 
same year. He spent several months in Ascension, Paraguay working 
with youth through the Peace Corps. His hope was to bring the success 
ofthe PAL program with him and he committed to working with young 
people and police officers in measures of preventing crime by bringing 
communities together. Pat quickly came to recognize first-hand the 
massive problems facing the country’s law enforcement community 
because of corruption, violence, and poverty generally as well as physical 
assaults, guns, and threats against police on the streets on a daily basis- 
He eventually returned from Paraguay and it didn’t take long before Pat 
landed a job as program chair at Marian University. 


and 
econd wife, Patricia Leal Kennedy, a nurse an 
ildren were all m% 


Kennedy married hiss 
the mother of a grown son. Pat's three grown ch 








































“When J first met Pat, it seemed that he was entering into one of 


many transformative st 
igst of separating from his wife, 
„tions of his younger days as we got to kn 
„me his family, and some of them, the most extraordinary people 


vould want to meet. His mother Catherine was one of the most 


u people Tve ever known,” says Patty Kennedy. 


ages. We were friends, as he was in the 
and I would learn later the trials and 
ow each other. With 


mother and always 


med to have 


ty, Pat loved and admired his 
Kennedy women were.” Pat see 
other, including kindness and generosity 
ey were the most important person 
heir efforts, no matter what 
and the rare moments of 
s in doing so. She 
hat he was in 
n their 


‘According to Pat 
e of how “strong the 
„d many traits from his m 
t. He made others feel like th 
room. He always complimented t 
e doing. He found good in everyone, 
g old wounds left him asking for forgivenes 
him down a couple of times in the twenty years t 
>. It was in stark contrast to what she experienced most i 
way of summarizing his day. After a day 


her. He had a great 
atever it was that he wanted to do, he would sit down and 
what he did that day 


i had a great day today” and go on to list 
r that it happened, then he would always say, “If I wasn't me, 


? He was a significant presence when ina room, usually 
something he 


g his fingers to music, commenting on 
ching on television, or choosing a topic for debate 


rat St. John’s 
each ministry 









folks could have a hot, sit-down meal. Pat was a servin Vo. Unteer 
would faithfully attend the Sunday meal after 9:30am mass, He in 
share the Sunday newspaper with others who were Wai Suld 


n ling to be 
served their meal. Ever the cop, Pat would not only Maintain in 
er in 


ting j 
the line, but would always have conversations with t 
? 


hose Waiting, and 


e€ got to know a lot 


town, he Would 
occasionally and yell out, “Say pal, you need a ride”> In 


got to know some of these same People and now 


come home and tell Patty many interesting stories. H 


of these people and when they were driving around 
Stop 
this Way Pat 


she Volunteer, With 
Pat touched the lives 
d, he would have hig 


Open Door Café. She still hears stories about how 
of people from all walks of life. Whenever he cou] 
friends or relatives help out at the café. 


Pat also developed a city street basketball lea 


Sue. It was in Collaboration 
with Gingerbread Land, Inc.,a Milwaukee 


-based, non-profit organization 
hrough the city to have certain 
tball league of kids from the local 


During the summer, he would arrange t 
streets blocked off and organize a baske 


streets. Parents would set up their chairs and watch their kids play with 
Coach Kennedy Tunning up and down the various courts the entire day. 
Patty remembers stopping one Saturday to drop off some team shirts and 
watched as kids walked over from all directions, bouncin g their basketballs 
as they walked, talked, and met their friends. This was a regular summer 
event that the kids could count on every summer, and it was a project 
that Pat worked on tirelessly. Pat saw the value in organized play oa 
community involvement, He absolutely loved to coach kids, including his 
8randdaughter’s middle school team along with his son, Alex. 


ts to 
While teaching at Marian University, Pat drew many ae PD 
the program by virtue of his reputation as a homicide detective tor 


2NA pu 





r case. One year he was successful in obtaining 





US Marshals and through liaisons with the 


enforcement community, grew the program and student 


ching criminal justice at any college where 


h to educate and engage students in the 
when working in law enforcement. 


at Marian and tea 
ontinued his pus 
munity involvement 
o speak at many law e 
interviews for docum 


While 
Pat taught, he c 
ortance of com 
s also invited t 
ht out for many 
Dahmer's confession. 


nforcement conferences and 


imp 
entaries about his work 


He wa 
was soug 
obtaining 


ry rewarding. He conducted research 


work in academia ve 
of study—Critical Race Theory. This work became a 
Il as provided an opportunity 


continued studies as we 
ned into new training criteria for new recruits and 
ng education for all officers regardless of their 


Pat found his 
in his main area 
crucial part of Pat's 
to transfer what he lear 
improving and modifyi 


rank and/or tenure. 


1 of Public Affairs material, “Critical 


acism is engrained in the fabric 


According to the UCLA Schoo 
Race Theory (CRT) recognizes that r 
and system of the American society. The in 
to note that institutional racism is pervasive i 
This is the analytical lens that CRT uses in examin 
e CRT identifies that these power structures are 
privilege and white supremacy, which perpetuates the margin 


people of color.” 


dividual racist need not exist 
n the dominant culture. 
ing existing power 
based on white 


alization of 


In hi 
re. a scholarly article, Roy L. Brooks has defined CRT as “a 
critical stances against the existing legal order from a race- 


based poi 
ised point of view,” an «: 
, and says “it focuses on the various ways in which the 
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received tradition in law adversely affects people of color nota ings | 
but as a group. Thus, CRT attempts to ante law and ian nil ; 
through the history, contemporary experiences, and racial ceil a 
of racial minorities in this country. The question always litiee 


lurking in 
background of CRT is this: What would the legal landscape bal a 


‘| J 


today if people of color were the decision-makers?” 


In 2009, Kennedy received the University of Wisconsin-Milwa Lee 


for his te l 
‘Critical Race Theory and the Experience of Police Recruits: A Milva 


School of Education’s Dissertation of the Year Award 


Experiment. 


On April 18, 2013, Patrick Kennedy died suddenly at home from 
major heart attack. He was 59. I would find out about Pat’s pas 


or two later while in the midst of reading his manuscript. 


Coincidently, Kennedy’s fatal heart attack ocan on the sixth 


anniversary of my own heart attack at age 36 in 2007. 


“Grief does not change you. It reveals you.” 
— John Green, The Fault in Our Stars 


















2016 


unicating with Patty Kennedy after Pat’s death, we 
-deserved to be published, that it was still worth 


haring, despite the fact that he wouldn't be here to see 


its conclusion. 


7 per 


«J was glad that I had two years to put this in 
come to grips with the grief I felt at 
I fell in love with her too, and 
when I needed it. 


it took that long to 
J first met Pat’s mother, 
he Lord presented to me this woman, 
y offering me an example of how to spiritually deal with 
this day, at certain times of the day, I think about him 
d be doing right now. J feel his spirit very heavily some 
first I felt a heavy heart and sadness, but now it feels 


rer; a prayer for peace and serenity, a prayer for Pat.” 








Appendix 





The 911 emergency telephone call between a civilia 


regarding the presence of a naked boy on the Street wa 


Sm cher 

; D. 

to the media and was played during Dahmer’s trial becom; available 
5 ng par t of th 

official court transcript. $ 


The recording between the officers and dispatch aft 


i id 
was recorded and made public. ent 


The second telephone exchange between a Civilian and MPp 
Was 


recorded and after Jeffrey Dahmer’s capture, the Conversation wag then 


heard around the world. It seemed to demonstrate that when given typ 
Situation, The 
police inclination at that time was to believe the Caucasian male rather 


different stories by two people of different races in a given 


than the African American female who actively tried to get involved 
in order to save a boy’s life, but faced a brick wall of ambivalence and 
indifference. The killing of Konerak Sinthasomphone took place two 
months before Dahmer’s capture and a further four men would be killed 
in that interim. From Don Davis's book, The Jeffrey Dahmer Story: An 


American Nightmare. 














Definitions 





1. Borderline personality disorder (BPD) essential features include 
a pattern of impulsivity and instability of behaviors, of interpersonal 
relationships, and of self-image. There may be uncontrollable anger and 
depression. The pattern is present by early adulthood and occurs across 


variety of situations and contexts. 


Other symptoms usually include intense fears of abandonment, 
sensitivity to feelings of rejection, extreme anger, and irritability, the 


reason for which others have difficulty understanding. People with 


BPD often engage in idealization and devaluation of others, alternating 
between high positive regard and great disappointment. Self- 
harm, suicidal behavior, and substance abuse are common. ‘There is 


evidence that abnormalities of the front-limbic networks are associated 


with many of the symptoms. 


The disorder is recognized in the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual 
(DSM) of Mental Disorders, published by the American Psychiatric 
Association. Since a personality disorder is a pervasive, enduring, and 
inflexible pattern of maladaptive inner experiences and pathological 
behavior, there is a general reluctance to diagnose personality disorders 
before adolescence or early adulthood. However, some practitioners 
emphasize that without early treatment, the symptoms may worsen. 
‘There is an ongoing debate about the terminology of this disorder, 
especially the suitability of the word “borderline.” 













2. Necrophilia is a pathological fascination with dead bodies, which 
es the form of a desire to engage with them in sexual activities, 
rcourse. Considered a sexual deviancy, it is prohibited by the 
countries. Necrophilia, also called thanatophilia, is a sexual 












attraction or sexual act involving corpses. The attraction js classi fedi 
paraphilia by the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual (DSM) oi E 
Disorders, published by the American Psychiatric Association. Th 
was coined by the Belgian alienist Joseph Guislain, who first ee k 
lecture in 1850. It derives from the Greek words veKpog (nekros; 7 


and puAta (philia; “love”). 


Rosman and Resnick reviewed information from 34 cases of 
necrophilia describing the individuals motivations for their behaviors: 
these individuals reported the desire to possess a non-resisting and ae | 
rejecting partner (68%), reunions with a romantic partner (21%), sexu a 
attraction to corpses (15%), comfort or overcoming feelings of isolation 


(15%), or seeking self-esteem by expressing power over a homicide vie 


(12%). 
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